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To  the  Readers  of  this 

Comedy. 

Entlemen , the  World  is  fo  nice 
in  theft  cur  times , that  for  Ap- 
parfell  there  is  no  fafhion  : For 
Muficke  which  is  a rare  Arte3 
(though  now  flighted)  no  In- 
ftrument  ^ for  Dyet,nonebut  the 
French  Kicklhoes  that  are  delicate  5 and  for 
Playes  5 no  invention  but  that  which  now 
runneth  an  inventive  way , touching  (ome  par- 
ticular perlons , or  elft  it  is  contemned  before 
it  is  throughly  underftood.  This  is  all  that  I 
have  to  (ay , that  the  Author  had  no  intent  to 
wrong  any  one  in  this  Comedy , but  as  a merry 
paflage,  here  and  there  interlaced  it  with  de- 
light-, which  he  hopes  will  pleaftail,  and  be 
hurtfhll  to  none. 
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THE 


THE  PROLOGVE. 


W Here  the  Bee  can  fuckeno  Honey  t,  jhee 
leaves  her  Jling  behind  ^ and  where  the 
Beare  cannot  finde  Origanum  to  heale 
his  grief e 5 heeblafieth  all  other  leaves 
with  his  breath.  We  feare  it  is  like  to  fare  fo  with 
m j that  feeing  yon  cannot  draw  from  our  labours 
fweet  content , you  leave  behind  you  a fower  mif- 
like , and  with  open  reproach  blame  our  good 
meanings  becaufe you  cannot  reape  the  wonted 
mirth . Our  intent  was  at  this  time  to  move  in- 
ward delight^  nor  outward  lightneffe  $ and  to 
breed  (if  it  might  be)  foft  fmiling  5 not  loud 
laughing  knowingit  (to  the  wife)  to  be  a great 
pleafure , to  heare  Counfell  mixed  with  W it  , as 
to  the  foolif)  to  have  fport  mingled  with  rudenejfe. 
I hey  were  banifhed  the  Theater  of  Athens,  and 
from  Rome  biffed  that  brought  Par aftes  on  the 
Stage  with  apijh  a& ions , or  fooler  with  unciviU 
habits , or  Courtezans  with  immodejl  words. 
We  have  endeavoured  to  beeasfarrefrom  unfeemly 

fpeeches ? 


The  Prologue. 

fpeeches  to  make your  eares  glow  0 as  wee  hope  you 
will  he  free  from  unkind  reports  9 or  mijlakpng 
the  Authors  intention  ( who  never  aymedat  a- 
ny  one  particular  in  this  Vlay , ) to  make  our  cheeky 
blujh.  And  thus  I leave  it  3 andtheeto  thine  owne 
cenfure^to  likPi  or  diflikp.  Vale. 


THE 


o nnn  *7;  p nn  p pp  nftD  nn  p p p p 


¥P¥; 


2l?e  Speakers  Names. 


The  Prologue. 

Then  a Cittizen. 

The  Citizens  wife,  and 
Raph  her  man,fitting  be- 
low araidft  the  Specta- 
tors. 

A rich  Marchant. 
lafper  his  A ppren ri fe. 
Matter  Humphry ,afriend 
to  the  Marchant. 

Luce  Marchants  daughter 
Miftrefle  Merry-thought, 
lafpers  mother. . . 
Michael , a fecond  tonne 


of  Miftrefle  CMerri - 
thought. 

Old  M. Merry-thought . 
A Squire. 

A Dwarfe. 

A Tapfter. 

A Boy  that  danceth 
and  fingeth. 

A n Hoft. 

A Barber. 

Two  Knights, 

A Ciptaine. 

A Sergeant. 

Soldiers. 
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F AM  O V S HISTORY-  OF  THE 
Knight  of  the  burning 

’PESTLE. 

Enter  ProlO  gue. 

all  that’s  ncerc  the  Court,  from  all  that's  great 
^0  W ithin  the  compafle  of  the  City-wals 

We  now  have  brought  our  Scene. 

Enter  Citizen, 

Cit.  Hold  your  peace  good-man  boy, 

Pro.  What  doe  you  mean  fir  ? 

Cit . That  you  have  no  good  meaningiThr,  feven  yeeres  there 
hath  been  Playcs  at  this  houfe , I have oblervcd  it,  youhaveftill 
girds  at  Citizens ; and  now  you  call  your  Play,  The  London  Mer - 
<h<t*t.  Down  with  your  Title  Boy  , down  with  your  Title. 

Pro.  Are  you  a member  of  the  noble  City  ? 

Cit.  Iam.  ' 

Pro.  And  a Free-man  ? 

Qk.  Yea,  and  a Grocer. 

Pro.  SoGrocer,  then  by  your  fwcet  favour,  we  intend  no  abufe 
totbeCitie. 

; '&*,  No  fir,  yes  fi  r>  if  you  were  nor  refblv’d  to  play  the  Jacks, 
what  need  youftudy  for  new  fubje&s,  purpofely  to  abufe  your 
betters?  why  could  not  you  be  contented,  as  well  as  others  > 
with  the  Legend  of  Whittington,  or  the  lifeand  death  offir  T ho- 
mo* Grejham  t with  the  building  of  the  Roy  all  Exchange  ? or 
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the  ftorie  of  Queen  Elenory  withthe  rearing  o i Lon  don -bridge 
upon  Wooll- lacks  ? 

Pro . Y ou  feem  to  be  an  underftanding  man  : what  would  you 
have  us  do  fir  ? 

Cif.  Why  prefent  fomething  notably  in  honour  of  the  Com- 
mons of  the  Citie. 

Pro.  Why,  what  do  you  lay  to  the  life  and  death  of  fat  Drake, 
or  the  repairing  of  Fleet-privies  ? 

Cit.  I do  not  like  that,  but  I will  have  a Citizen,  and  hee  fhall 
be  of  my  own  Trade. 

Pro.  Oh  you  fhould  have  told  us  your  mindeamoneth  fince, 
®ur  play  is  ready  to  begin  now. 

Cit.  Tis  all  one  for  that,  1 will  have  a Grocer,  and  he  fhall  do 
admirable  things. 

Pro.  What  will  you  have  him  do  ? 

Cit,  Marry  I will  have  him  

Wife,  Husband,  husband.  Wife  be  loro, 

Rafe.  Peace  Miftris.  Rafe  below, 

Wfe.  Hold  thy  peace  Rafe,  I know what  I do,  1 warrant  yee.. 
Husband,  husband. 

Cit.  What  fay’ft  thou  Connie? 

Wife.  Let  Mm  kill  a Lion  with  a Peftle  husband,  lct  him  kill  a 
Lion  with  a Peftle. 

Cit.  So  he  fhall,  I’le  have  him  kill  a Lion  with  a Peftle. 

Wife,  Husband,  {Trail  I come  up  husband  ? 

Cit.  I Connie.  Rafe,  hclp  your  Miftris  this  way  : pray  Gentle-' 
men  make  her  a little  room,  J pray  you  fir  lend  me  your  hand  to 
help  up  my  wife:  I thank  you  fir.  So. 

Wife  By  your  leave  Gentlemen  all , I’me  fomething  trouble- 
fome,  l’me  a ftranger  here,  I was  nere  atone  of  thefePlayes  as 
they  fay ,be fore; but  I fhould  havcfoen  lane  Shore  once,  and  my 
husband  hath  promifed  me  any  time  this  twelve  moneth,  to  Car- 
rie me  to  the  Bold  Reau-chams  f,\xt  in  truth  he  did  not;  I pray  you 
bcarewithme. 

Cit.  Boy,  let  my  wife  and  I have  a couple  of  ftools,  and  then 
begin,  and  let  the  Grocer  do  rare  things. 

Pro.  But  fir,  wee  have  never  a boy  to  play  him,  every  one  hath 
a part  alreadie,  Wife, 
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Wife,  Husband,  husband,  for  Cods  fake  let  Rafe  play  him, 
befhrew  mee  if  I doe  not  thinke  hee  will  goe  beyond  them 
all. 

Cit.  Well  remembred  wife,  comeu pRafe,  lie  tell  you  Gen- 
tlemen, let  them  but  lend  him  a fuite  of  reparrell , and  nccefla- 
ricsiand  by  Gad  , if  any  of  them  all  blow  winde  in  the  taile  on 
him,ITebehang*d. 

wife . I pray  you  youth  let  him  have  a fuie  of  reparrell , I’le  be 
fworn  Gentlemen  my  husband  tels  you  true,  hee  will  a <51  you 
fometimes  at  our  houfc,  that  all  the  neighbours  cry  out  on  him: 
hewillfetchyouupacouragingpartfoin  the  Garret,  that  wee 
arc  all  as  feara  I warrant  you,  that  wee  quake  again*  wee’l  fearc 
our  children  with  him  if  they  be  never  lo  unruly, do  but  cry  >Raf 
comesy  Rafe  comes  to  them,  and  they’l  be  as  quiet  as  Lambs.  Hold 
up  thy  head  Rafe , (hew  the  Gentlemen  what  thou  canft  doc, 
Ipeake  a hulling  part , I warrant  you  the  Gentlemen  will  accept 
of  it, 

Cit.  Do  Rafey  do. 

Rafe.  By  heaven  ( methinks)  it  were  an  cafie  lcapc 
To  pluck  bright  honour  from  the  pale-fac’d  Moon, 

Or  dive  into  the  bottome  of  the  Sea, 

Where  never  fathome  line  toucht  any  ground. 

And  pluck  up  d rowncdlionour  from  the  lake  of  Hell. 

Cit.  How  lay  you  Gentlemen,  is  it  not  as  I told  you  } 

Wife.  Nay  Gentlemen,  he  hath  playd  before,my  husband  lavs. 
Muff  dor  us  before  the  Wardens  of  our  Company. 

Cn.Jy  and  hee  Ihould  have  playd  Jeronimo  with  a Ihoomaker 
fora  wager. 

Pro.  He  lhall  have  a fuite  ofapparcll  if  he  will  go  in. 

Cit,  In  Rafejn  Rafe , and  let  out  theGrocery  in  their  kinde,if 
thou  lov’d  me. 

wife.  I warrant  our  Rafe  will  looke  finely  when  hcc’s 
dreflr. 

Pro.  But  what  will  you  have  it  call’d  ? 

Cit . The  Grocers  honour. 

Pro.  Meethinkes  , The  Knight  of  the  burning  Pefltle  were 
better.  - 
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wife  He  be  fworn  husband , that’s  as  good  a na  me  as  car*  be. 

Cit . Let  it  be  fc,  begiiij  begin ; my  wife  and  I will  (it  down, 

Pro.  1 pray  you  do. 

Cit.  What  (lately  Mufick  have  you  ? you  have  (ha  wnes. 

Pro.  Shawns?  no. 

Cit.  No?l’meathiefe  ifmy  mindcdid  notgive  mcefo.  Rape 
playes  a ftately  part,  and  he  inuft  necds.have  fhawnes  :-i’ie  beat 
the  charge  of  them  ny  felf,  father  then  wee’l  be  without  them. 

Pro.  So  you  are  'ike  to  be. 

Cit.  Why  and  fo ! will  be : there’s  two  (hillings , let’s  have 
the  Waits  o(>Sou:h-warke,  they  are  as  rare  fellows  as  any  arc  in 
England ; and  that  will  fetch  them  all  o’ re  the  water  with  a 
vengeance,  as  if  they  were  mad. 

Pro.  You  (hall  have  them : will  you  fit  down  then  ? 

Cit.  I,  come  wife. 

Wife.  Sit  you  merry  all  Gentlemen  > I’me  bold  tofitatnongft: 
you  for  my  eal'e. 

Pro.  From  all  that’s  necre  the  Court,  from  all  that’s  great 
Within  the  compaffe  of  the  City* walls. 

We  now  have  brought  our  Scene  : flie  farre  from  hence 
All  private  taxes,  immodeftphrales, 

W hat  ere  may  but  (hew  like  vicious : 

For  wicked  mirth  never  true  pleafure  brings, 

Buthoneft  minds  arepleafd  with  honeft  things. 

Thus  much  for  that  we  do : but  for  Rafts  part 
You  muft  anfwer  for  your  felfe. 

Cit.  Take  you  no  care  for  Rafe,  hce’l  d ifeharge  himlelf  I war- 
rant  you. 

Wife.  I faith  Gentlemen,  I’legivc  my  word  for  Rafe0 

A&us  primus , Scoena  prima. 

Enter  Merchant,  and  ? afperhis  Man. 

Merck.  Sirrah,  Tie  make  you  know  you  are  my  Prentice# 

And  whom  my  chariabk  love  redeem’d 
Even  from  the  fall  of  fortune- gave  thee  heat 
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^nd  growth,  to  be  what  now  thou  ar , new  caft  thee, 

Adding  thetruft  of  all  I have  at  home, 

In  forren  Staples,  or  upon  the  Sea 
To  thy  direction,  ti’de  the  good  opinions 
Both  of  my  ielfc  and  friends  to  thy  end  evours, 

Sofairc  were  thy  beginnings;  but  with  thefe 
As  I remember  you  had  never  charge. 

To  love  your  Matters  daughter,  and  even  then. 

When  1 had  found  a wealthy  husband  for  her, . 

Itake  it,fir,you  had  not : but  how  ever, 

I ’le  break  the  neck  of  that  Gommifiioa, 

And  make  you  know  you  are  but  a Merchants  Fadfor. 

Iafp.  Sir,  I do  liberally  confeflc  I atn  yours , 

Bound  both  by  love  and  duty  to  your  fcrvice; 

In  which,  my  labour  hath  been  all  my  profit ; 

I have  not  loft  in  bargain,  nor  delighted 
To  weare  your  honeft  gains  upon  day  back. 

Nor  have  I given  a penfron  to  mybloui* 

Or  lavifhly  in  play  confum’d  your  flock. 

Thefe,  andthe  miferies  thatdo  attend  them, 

I dare  with  innocence,  proclaim  are  ftrangers 
To  all  my  tethperatc  aftions;  for  your  daughter, 

If  there  be  any  love  to  my  defervings, 

Born  by  her  vertuous  felly  I cannot  flop  it  s 
Nor  amT able  to  reffrain  her  willies. 

She’s  private  rd  her felfand  beft  of  knowledge. 

Whom  fhe’le  makefo  happy  as  to  figh  for. 

Bcfides  I cannot  think  you  mean  to  match  her, 
linto  a fellow  of  lb  lame  a prefence, 

©ne  that  hath  little  left  bf  in  him.  , 

Mer.  Tiswery  well  fir,  1 can  tell  your  wild  ome 
How  all  this  fhali  be  cur’d.  Mp.  Your  care  becomes  you, 
Merc.  And  thus  it  (hall  be  fir,  I heredifeharge  you. 

My  hoaf^  and  fervice,  take  your  libertie, 

And  when  I want  a fonne  l’le  fend  for  you.  E<xitt 

Iafp.  Thefe  be  the  faire  rewards  ofthem  that  love, 

Oyou  that  live  in  freed  ome  never  prove 
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The  travel!  of  a minde  led  by  defire.  Enter  Luce » 

Luce,  Why  how  now  friend, (Iruck  withmy  fathers  thunder? 
Iafp.  Struck, and  fir  nek  dead,  unlefie  the  remedy 
Be  full  of  lpeed'and  vertue;  l am  now, 

W hat  I expected  long,  no  more  your  fathers. 

Luce.  But  mine.  laf.  But  yours,  and  only  yours  I am, 

That’s  all  I have  to  keep  me  from  the  ftatute  : 
Youdarebeconftantftill?  Luce.  Ofearemenot. 

In  this  / dare  be  better  then  a woman. 

Nor  (hall  his  anger,  nor  his  offers  move  me, 

W ere  they  both  equall  to  a Princes  power. 

I*fp.  Youknow  my  Rivall?  Luce.  Yes, and  love  him dearely. 
Even  as  I love  an  ague,  or  foule  weather, 

I prethce  lafper  feare  him  not.  Iafp.  O no, 

I do  not  mean  to  do  him  fb  much  kindnefle. 

But  to  our  own  defires  you  know  the  plot 
Weboth  agreed  on.  Luce.  Yes, and  will  perforate 
My  part  exa&Iy.  Iafp.  I defire  no  more, 

Farewell,  and  keej!>  my  heart,  tis  yours,  Luce.  I take  it, 

He  rauft  do  miracles  makes  me  forfake  it.  Exeunt, 

fit.  Fie  upon ’em  little  infidels,  what  a matters  here  now  ? 
well,  i’lc  be  bang’d  for  a half-pcny,  if  there  be  not  fome  abomi- 
nation knavery  in  this  Play,  well  let  ’em  look  to’t,  Rafe  muft 

come,  and  if  there  be  any  tricks  a brewing — 

Wife,  Let  ’em  brew  and  bake  too  husband, a Gods  m.mGiRafe 
will  finde  all  out  I warrant  you , and  they  were  older  then  they 
are.  J pray  my  pretty  youth,  is  Rafe  ready  ? 

Roy.  He  will  be  prcfcntly. 

Wife.  Now  1 pray  you  make  my  commendations  unto  him, and 
witnall  carry  him  this  (tick  of  Licoras,  tell  him  his  Miftris  lent 
it  him  , and  hid  him  bite  apiece,  ’twill  open  his  pipes  the  bet* 
ter,  fay. 

Enter  Merchant , and  Mafter  Humph ery. 

Mer.  Come  fir,flie’s yours,  upon  my  faith  file’s  yours,  , 

You  have  my  hand,  for  other  idle  lets 

Between  your  hopes  and  her,  thus,  with  a winde  , 

They  are  Scattered, and  no  moretmy  wanton  Prentice,  - 
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That  like  a bladder,  blew  himfelfe  with  love, 

1 bayclet  out,  and  fern  hitn  to  difeover 

New  mailers  yet  unknown.  Hum,  I thank  you  fir. 

Indeed  I thank  you  fir,  and  ere  I ftir. 

It  lhall  be  known  how  ever  you  do  deem, 
l am  of  gentlebloud,  and  glentlc  leeme. 

C\hr.  O fir,  I know  it  certain.  Hum.  Sir,  my  Friend, 
Although  as  Writers  fay, all  things  have  end, 

And  that  we  call  a Pudding,  hath  his  two 
O let  it  not  feem  ftrange  1 pray  to  you, 

Jf  in  this  bloudie  fimile,  I put 

My  love,  more  endlefie,  then  frail  things  or  gut. 

Wife,  Husband  I prethee  fweetlambe  tell  mec  one  thing  .but 
tell  me  truly : flay  youths  I befeech  you  , till  1 qucltion  my  huf- 
b„and.  Cit,  What  is  it  Mouft  ? 

Wife.  Sirrah , didft  thou  ever  fee  a prettier  child?  how  it  be- 
haves itlelfe,,I  warrant  ycerand  fpeaks  and  looks  , and  pearts  up 
the  head?  I pray  you  brother  with  your  favour,  were  you  never 
none  of  M*  Moncafters  Scholers  ? 

Cit.  Chickin,  I prethee  heartily  contain  thy  felfe,  the  childcr 
are  prettie  childcr,  but  when  Rafe  comes,  Lambe. 

Wife.  I when  Rafe  comes,  Connie ; well  my  youth  you  may 

Mar.  Well  fir,  you  know  my  love, and  reft,  1 hope  (proceed 
Allur’d  of  my  confent;  get  but  my  daughters, 

And  wed  her  when  you  pleafe  : you  muft  be  bold  . 

And  clap  in  cjole  unto  her,  come,  I know 
You  have  language  good  enough  to  winne  a wench. 

Wife.  A whorefonne  tyrant. hath  becne  an  old  Itringer  in  his 
dayes.I  warrant  him,  Hum.\  take  your  gentle  offer, and  withall 
Yield  love  again  fordovc  rcciprocall.  Enter  Luce. 

(JWar.Wh at X«rr, within  there. Za.Cal’d  you  fir?  C&Ter.l  did 
Give  entertainment  to  this  Gentleman, 

And  lee  you  be  not  froward  to  her  fir ; 

My  prefence  will  but  be  an  eyc-foare  to  you.  Exit. 

Hum.  Fairc  Miftris  Luce , how  do  you,  are  you  well  ? 

Give  me  your  hand , and  then  I pray  you  tell. 

How  doth  yourlittle  lifter,  and  your  brother  ? 

And 
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And  whether  you  love  me  or  any  other. 

Luce.  Sir,  thefe  arc  quickly  anfwcred.  Humf  So  they  ar®, 

W here  wo  men  are  not  cruell : but  how  far 
Is  it  now  iftant  from  theplace  we  are  in. 

Unto  thatblefled  place  your  fathers  warren. 

Luce.  What  makes  you  think  of  that  fir  ? 

Hum,  Even  that  face. 

For  ftealing  Rabbets  whiiome  in  that  place, 

God  Cupid,  or  the  Keeper,  1 know  not  whether, 

Unto  my  coft  and  charges  brought  you  thither. 

And  there  began.  Luce.  Your  game  fir.  Hum.  Let  no  gams 
Or  any  thing  that  tendeth  to  the  fame, 

Beever  more  remembred, thou  faire  killer 
For  whom  I fate  me  down  and  brake  my  Tiller. 

Wife.  There’s  a kinde  Gentleman,  I warrant  you,  when  will 
you  do  as  much  for  me  George '? 

Luce , Beflirew  mefir,  I am  forry  for  your  Ioffes, 

But  as  the  Proverb  fays,  / cannot  cry, 

I would  you  had  not  leen  me.  Hum.  So  would  I. 

Unlefie  you  had  more  maw  to  do  me  good . 

Luce ♦ Why,  cannot  this  ftrange  pa  (lion  be  withftood. 

Send  for  a Conftable  and  raife  the  Town. 

Hum.  O no,  my  valiant  love  will  batter  down 
Millions  of  Conftables,and  put  to  flight. 

Even  that  great  W atch  of  Midfummer  d ay  at  night. 

Luce.  Beihrew  me  fir,  ’tvverc  good  I yielded  then. 

Weak  women  cannot  hope,  where  valiant  men 
Have  no  refinance.  H im.  Yield  then,  I am  full 

Of  pitty,  though  I fty  it,  and  can  pull 
Out  of  my  pocket,  thus  a paire  of  gloves. 

Look  Lucy , look,  the  dogs  tooth,  nor  the  Doves 
Are  not  fj  white  as  thele ; and  fweet  they  be, 

And  whipt  about  with  filk, as  you  may  fee  : 

If  you.  defire  the  price,  lute  from  your  eye, 

A beam  to  this  place,and  you  fhall  elpie 
F V.  which  is  to  fay  my  fweeteft  Home, 

They  coft  me  three  and  two  pence,  or  nb  monie. 
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Luce.  Wellfir,Itake  them  kindly,  and  Ithanke  you,* 

What  would  you  more?  Hum.  Nothing.  Z#.Why  then  farcwd. 

Humf.  Norfo,  nor  fo,  for  Lady  I mud  tell. 

Before  we  part,for  what  we  met  together, 

God  grant  me  time,  and  patience,  and  fade  weather. 

Luce.  Spcakeand  declare  your  mind  in  termes  fo  briefe. 

Humf.  I (hall ; thenfirft  and  for  mod  for  reliefe 
1 call  to  you,  ifthat  you  can  affoord  it, 

I care  not  at  what  price,  for  on  my  word,  it 
Shall  be  repaid  againe,  although  it  cod  me 
Mere  than  He  Ipeake.of  now,  for  love  hath  toft  me 
In  furious  blanket  like  a Tennis-ball, 

And  now  I rife  aloft,  and  now  I fall. 

Luce.  Alas  good  gentleman,  alas  the  day. 

. Hum.  I thanke  you  heartily,  and  as  I fay. 

Thus  doc  I ftill  continue  without  reft, 

I’th’morning  like  a man,  at  night  a beaft. 

Roaring  and  bellowing  mine  owne  difquict. 

That  much  I feare,  forfaking  of  my  diet, 

Will  bring  meprefently  to  that  quandary, 

I fhall  bid  all  adieu.  Luce.  Now  by  S.  c_ Mary 

That  were  great  pitty.  Hum.  So  it  were  befhrcw  me. 

Then  eafe  me  lufty  Luce,  and  pitty  fhew  me. 

Luce.  Why  fir,  you  know  my  will  is  nothing  worth 
W ithout  my  fathers  grant ; get  his  confent, 

And  then  you  may  with  affurance  try  me. 

Hum.  The  Wordiipfuil  your  fire  will  not  deny  me, 

For  I have  askt  him,  and  he  hath  reply’d, 

Sweet  Mafter  Humfreyi  Luce  dull  be  thy  Bride. 

Luce.  Sweet  Mafter  Humfrey  then  I am  content. 

Hum.  And  fo  am  I in  truth.  Luce.  Yet  take  me  with  you, 
There  is  another  claufe  mud  be  annext, 

And  this  it  is, I fwore,  and  will  pe;forme  it,  . 

No  man  fhalHiver  joy  me  as  his  wife. 

But  he  that  dole  me  hence  : if  you  dare  venter, 

I am  yours  ; you  need  not  feare,  my  father  loves  you ; 

If  not,  farewell  for  ever.  Hum.  Stay  Nymph,  ftay, 
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I have  a double  Gelding  coloured  bay, 

Sprungby  his  father  from  Barbarian  kind. 

Another  for  my  felfe,  though  (omewhat  blind , 

Yet  true  as  trudy  tree.  Luce.  I amfatisfied. 

And  fo  I give  my  hand,  our  courfe  muft  lie- 
Through  Waltham  Forreft,  where  I have  a friend - 
W ill  entertainc-usyfo  farewelffir  Hkmfreyi  Exit  Luce., 

And  thinke  upon  your  bufinesv 5 '■  Hum.  Though  t dye, 

I am  refolv’d  to  venture  life  and  lim, 

For  one  fo  young,  fo  fairs,  fo  kind,  fo  trim.  Exit  Humfrey. 

Wife.  By  my  faith  and- troth  George  , and  as  I am  vertuous , it 
ise’ne  the  kindeft  yong  man  that  ever  trod  on  fhooe- leather  : 
well,  goe  thy  wayes,  if  thou  haft  her  not , his  not  thy  fault  ’faith. 

Cit.  I prithee  moufe  be  patient, a fhall  have  her , or  lie  make 
fomeof  ’em  fmoake  forT.  . 

Wife.  That’s  my  good  iambe  George-)  fie,  this  (linking  Tobacco 
kils  men , would  there  were  none  in  'England : now  1 pray  gen- 
tlemen , what  good  does  this  (linking  Tobacco  ? doe  you  no- 
thing; I warrant  you  make  chimnies  a your  faces  : O husband, 
husband,  now,  now  there’s  Rafe,  there’s  R afe, 

Enter  Rafe  like  a Grocer  in  s jfinp,  reithttvo  Prentifesy 
reading  Palmerin  of  England. 

Cit,  Peace  foole,lec  Rafe  alone,harke  you  Rafe- doe  not  ftraine 
your  felfe  too  much  at  the  firft,  peace,  begin  Rafe. 

Rafe.  Then  Palmerin  and  Trineus  fnatching  tlieir  Lances  from 
their  Dwarfes  , and  clafping  their  Helmets,  gallopt  amaine  af- 
ter the  Gyant  , and  Palmerin  hav  ing  gotten a fight  of  him,  came 
polling  amaine,  laying.  Stay  trayterous  thiefe,  for  thou  rnaift 
not  fo  carry  away  her,  that  is  worth  the  greateft  Lord  in  the 
world , and  with  tbefe  words  gave  him  a blow  on  the  (Boulder, 
that  he  ftroake  him  belides  his  Elephant ; and  Trineus  comming 
to  the  Knight  that  had  Agricola  behind  him,fet  him  foone  befides 
his  horfe , with  his  neckc  broken  in  the  fall , lb  tij^t  the  Prin-, 
ceffe  getting  out  of  the  throng  • betweene  joy  anchgriefe  (aid  ; 
All  happy  Knight , the  mirror  of  allfuch  as  follow  Armes , now 
may  I b«  well  allured  of  the  love  thou  beared  me , I wonder  why* 

the 
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the  Kings  doe  not  raife  an  Army  of  fourteene  or  fifteens  Hun' 
dredthoufand  men  as  bigge  as  the  Army  that  the  Prince  of  Par- 
tigo  brought  againft  R ocicler , and  deftroy  theft  Gy  ants , they 
doe  much  hurt  to  wandring  Damfels,  thatgoc  in  queft  of  their 
Knights. 

Wife.  Faith  husband  and  R afe  fayes  true,  for  they  fay  the  King 
of  Portugal!  cannot  fit  at  his  meat,  buttheGyants  and  the  Et- 
tins  will  come  and  fnatch  it  from  him. 

Cit.  Hold  thy  tongue  ,•  on  R afe. 

R afe.  And  ccrcainely  thofe  Knights  are  much  to  bee  com- 
mended, who  neglecting  their  pofleflions,  wander  with  a 
Squire  and  a Dwarfe  through  the  Defer  ts  to  relieve  poore 
Ladies. 

wife.  I by  my  faith  are  they  R afe  , let  ’em  fey  what  they  will , 
they  are  indeed  : our  Knights  negiedt  their  pofleflions  well  e- 
nough , but  they  doe  not  the  reft. 

R afe..  There  are  no  fuel)  courteous  and  feire  well  fpoken 
Knights  in  this  age,  they  will  call  one  the  fonne  of  a whore, 
that  Palmerin  of  England^  would  have  called  faire  fir ; and  one 
that  Roficlcr  would  have  called  right  beauteous  Damfell , they 
they  will  call  darn’d  bitch. 

Wife.  lie  be  fworne  will  they  R afe , they  have  called  me  fo  an 
hund  red  times  about  a feurvy  pipe  of  Tobacco. 

R afe.  Rut  what  brave  fpirit  could  be  content  to  fit  in  his  fhop 
with  aflapet  of  wood,  and  a blew  Aporne  before  him , felling 
Methridatum  and  ‘Dragons  water  to  vifited  houfes , that  might 
purfiie  feats  of  Armes  > and  through  his  noble  atchievements 
procure  fuch  a famous  Hiftorie  to  be  written  of  in  his  Heroickc 
prowefie. 

Cit.  Well  faid  R afe>  feme  more  of  thofe  words  R afe. 

wife.  They  goe  finely  by  my  troth. 

R afe.  Why  fliould  I not  then  purfue  this  courfe , both  for  the 
credit  of  my  felfe  and  our  Company,  for  amongft  all  the  wor- 
thy bookes  of  Atchievements  I doe  not  call  to  mind  that  I yet 
reaefofa  Grocer  Errant,  I will  be  the  (aid  Knight  : Have  you 
heard  of  any  that  hath  wandred  unfurnished  of  his  Squire  and 
Dwarfe  ? my  elder  Prentice  Tim  (hall  bee  my  trufty  Squire, 
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and  little  George  my  Dwarfe,  hcncc  my  blew  Apornc,  yet  in  re- 
membrance of  my  former  Trade  , upon  my  fhield  fhall  be  pur- 
traid  a burning  Peflle , and  I willb.e  call’d  the  Knight  of  the  bur- 
ning Peflle, 

wife.  Nay,  I dare  fweare  thon  wilt  not  forget  thy  old  Trade, 
thou  wert  ever  meeke.  Rafe.  Tim. 

Tim.  Anon. 

Safe,  My  beloved  Squire,  and  fjeorge  my  Dwarfe,  I charge 
you  that  from  hence  forth  you  never  call  me  by  any  other  name, 
but  the  Right  court  sous  and  valiant  Knight  of  the  burning  Peflle  y 
and  that  you  never  call  any  Female  by  the  name  ofa  Woman,  or 
Wench,  but  f lire  Lady,  if  flic  have  her  defires ; ifnot diftrefled 
Damfcll ; that  you  call  all  Forrefts  and  Heaths  Ddarts , and  all 
horfes  Palfries. 

Wife.  This  is  very  fine : faith  doe  the  Gentlemen  like  Rafe, 
thinke  you  husband  ? 

CiU  I,  I warrant  thee , the  Players  would  give  all  the  fhooes 
in  their  fhop  for  him. 

Rafe.  My  beloved  Squire  TV  »,ftand  out,  admit  this  were  a de- 
fart , and  over  it  a Knight  errant  pricking , and  1 fhould  bid  you 
enquire  of  his  intents,  what  would  youfay  ? 

Tim,  Sir,  my  Matter  fent  me,  to  know  whither  you  are  ri- 
ding ? 

Rafe.  No, thus ; faire  Sir, the  right  courteous  and  valiant  Knight 
of  the  burning  Peflle , commanded  me  to  enquire  upon  what  ad- 
venture you  are  bound , whether  to  relieve  fomc  diftrefled  Dam- 
fels,  or  other  wife. 

Cit.  Whorfon  block-head  cannot  remember. 

Wife,  Tfaith,and  Rafe  told  him  on’t  before  : all  the  Gentle- 
men heard  him,did  he  not  Gentlemen, did  not  Rafe  tel  him  on’t? 

Geor.  Right  courteous  and  valiant  Knight  of  the  burning  Pejlle, 
here  is  a diftrefled  Damfell,  to  have  a halfepenny-worth  of 
Pepper. 

wife.  That’s  a good  boy , fee,  the  little  boy  can  hit  it , by  my 
troth  it’s  a fine  child. 

R afe.  Relieve  her  with  all  courteous  language,  now  flhutup 
fhoppe,  no  more  my  Prentife  , but  my  trufty  Squire  and 

Dwarfe, 
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Dwarfe,  I muft  befpcake  my  Shield  and  arming  Peftlc. 

Cit.  Goc  thy  wayes  Raft,  as  I am  a trne  man , thou  art  the  beft 
on  ’em  all. 

Wife.  Rafe,  Raft. 

Rafe.  What  fay  you  Miftreffe  ? 
wife.  I pretheecome  againe  quickly  fw ectRafe. 

Rafe.  By  and  by.  Exit  Rafe. 

Enter  f afper , and  his  mother  Miftris  Merrythought . 

UWift.  mer.  Give  thee  my  blefling  ? n®,  ile  ne’re  give  thee  my 
blefling,  Ile  lie  thee  bang’d  firft  ; it  fhall  ne’re  beefaid  I gave 
thee  my  blefling : thou  art  thy  Fathers  owne  fonne  , of  the  blood 
. ofthe  Aierry-thoughts  • I may  curfe  the  time  that  e’re  I knew  thy 
father,' hee  hath  fpent  all  his  owne,  and  mine  too , and  wl^nl 
tell  him  ofit , he  laughs  and  dances,  and  fings  and  cries,  A mer- 
ry heart  lives  long-a.  And  thou  art  a waft-thrift , and  art  runne 
away  from  thy  Mafter,  that  lov’d  thee  welh  and  art  come  to  me, 
and  1 have  laid  up  a little  for  my  younger  fonne  Michael , and 
thouthink’ft  to  bezell  that , but  thou  fhalt  never  be  able  to  doe 
it.  Come  hither  Michael , come  Michael , downe  on  tbyknecsj 
thou  {halt  have  my  blefling.  Enter  Michael. 

Mich,  I pray  you  mother  pray  to  God  to  blefle  me. 

Mi  ft,  mer.  God  blefle  thee : but  f afper  fhall  never  have  my 
blefling,  he  fhall  be  hang’d  firfk , (hall  hee  not  Michael}  how 
faiftthou?  • ' iliw  v.o  ,i;.  ■■  ■' 

Mich.  Yes  for/ooth  motherand  gracoof God. 

Mtjl.  mer.  That’s  a good  boy. 

Wife.  1’faith  it’s  a fine {poken  child. 

lafp.  Mother,  though  you  forget  a Parents  love, 

I muft  prcferve  the  duty  ofa  child  • 

I ran  not  from  my  Mafter,  nor  retUrne 
To  have  your  ftock  maintaine  my  id  lenefle. 

Wife.  Ungracious  child  T warrant  him,  harke  how  hee  chops 
logick  with  his  mother : thou  hadft  beft  tell  her  (hee  lyes  • doe 
tell  her  fhce  lies. 

C it.  If  he  were  myfonn*,  I would  hang  him  up  by  the  heelcs, 
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and  flea  bun,  and  fait  him , whoore-fonne  halter  facke, 

fafp‘  My  cojmming  onely  is  to  beg  your  love, 

Which  I ever  though  I never,  gaine  it, 

And  howfoever  you  efleeme  of  me, 

1 here  is  no  d rop  of  blood  hid  in  thefe  veines. 

But  I remember  well  belongs  to  you. 

That  brought  me  forth,  and  would  be  glad  for  you 
To  rip  them  allagaine,and  let  it  dut^ 

Mi  ft . mer.  I faith  I had  fbrro  w enough  for  thee  (God  knowes  ) 
but  ile  hamper  thee  well  enough : get  thee  in  thou  vagabond, get 
thee  in,  and  learne  of thy  brother  Michael. 

Old  mer.  within.  Nofe, nofe,  jolly  red  nofe,  and  who  gave  thee 
this  jolly  red  nofe  ? 

Mift . mer.  Harke,  my  husband  he’s  finging  and  hoiting. 

And  I’ me  faine  to  carke  and  care,  and  all  little  enough. 

Husband,. Charles,  Charles  Merry-thought. 

Sn  ter  old  Merry-thought, 

Old  mer.  Nutmegs  and  Ginger,  Cinnamon  and  Cloves, 

And  they  gave  me  this  jolly  red  n ofe. 

Mift. mer,  If  you  would  confider  your  eftate,  you  would  have 
little  lift  to  fing,  I-wifle. 

Old  mer.  It  fhould  never  be  confidred  ,while  it  were  an  eftate, 
ifl  thought  it  would  fpoile  my  finging. 

Mi  ft,  mer . But  how  wilt  thou  doe  Charles , thou  art  an  old 
man , and  thoucanft  not  workc  , and  thou  haft  not  forty  (hil- 
lings left , and  thou  eateft  good  meate,  and  d rinkeft  good  d rink, 
and  laugheft  ? ... 

Old  mer.  And  will  doe. 

Mi  ft,  mer.  But  how  wilt  thou  come  by  it  Charles  ? 

Old  mer.  How  ? why  have  I done  hitherto  this  forty  yeares  ? 
I never  came  into  my  Dining-roome,  but  at  eleven  and  fixe  a 
Clocke,  I found  excellent  meate  and  drinke  a’th  Table  : my 
Cloaths  were  never  worne  out  3 but  next  morning  a Tailor 
brought  me  a newfuit ; and  without  queftion  it  will  be  fo  ever : 
ufe  makes  perfe&nefle,  If  all  Ihould  faile , it  is  but  a little  ftrai- 
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Bing  my  felfe  extraordinary , and  laugh  my  felfe  to  death. 

Wife.  Its  a fooliih  old  man  this  : is  not  he  George  ? 

Ctt,  YesCunny. 

Wife.  Givemeapenny  i’th  purfe  while  I live  George. 

Git.  I by  Ladie  cunnie,  hold  thee  there. 

■Mifl , mer.  W ell  Charles , you  promis’d  to  provide  for  lafpcrt 
and  I have  laid  up  for  Michael : I pray  you  pay  lafper  his  porti- 
on , he’s  come  home  , and  he  fnall  not  conlume  Michaels  ftock  : 
he  laics  his  Mafter  turn’d  him  away , but  I promife  you  tritely , J 
thinke  he  ran  away. 

Wife.  Noindeed  miftris  Merry-thought y though  he bea  notable 
.galloway  yet  ileafTureyou  his  Mafter  did  turne  him  away,  even 
in  this  place  ’cwas  y faith  within  this  h a he  houre,  about  his  daugh- 
ter, my  husband  was  by. 

(it.  Hang  him  rogue  , he  fcrv’d  him  well  enough  : love  his 
Matters  daughter  I by  my  troth  Cunnie,  if  there  were  a thoufind 
boyes  , thou  would  ft  ipoile  them  all  with  taking  their  parts;  let 
his-mother  alone  with  him. 

Wife.  I George , but  yet  truth  is  truth. 

Oldnter.  Where  is  lafper  ? he’s  welcome  how  ever,  call  him 
*n,  he  fhall  have  his  portion,  is  he  merry  ? 

Enter  Jafper  and  (Jdtichael. 

(JMifi,  mer.  I foule  chive  him,  he  is  too  merry.  Idfper , Mi- 
chael. 

Old  mer.  Welcome  Iafper , though  thou  run’ft  away,  welcome, 
God  bleflfe  thee,  ’tis  thy  mothers  minde  thou  fhouldft  receive  thy 
portion : thou  haft  beene  abroad , and  I hope  haft  learn’d  experi- 
ence enough  to  governe  it : thou  art  of  fufficient  yeares,  hold  thy 
hand  ; one,  two,  three,,  foure,  five, fee,  leven, eight,  nine,.there 
is>ten  Shillings  for  thee,  thriift  thy  felfe  into  the  Wo  rid  with 
that , . and  take  fome  fetled  courfe , if  Fortune  croiTe  thee , thou 
haft  a retiring  place ; come  home  to  me  , I have  twenty  .(hilling? 
left , be  a good  husband , that  is,  wearc  ordinary  Cloat:  s, 
eate  the  beft  meate  , and  drinke  the  beft  drinke  ; be  merry , aud 
give  to  the  poore , and  beleeve  me,  thou  haft  no  end  of  t y 
goods* 
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fafp,  Long  may  you  live  free  from  all  thought  of  ill. 

And'  long  have  caufe  to  be  thus  merry  ftill. 

But  father  ? 

Old  merri.  No  more  words  fafper,  get  thee  gone,  thou  haft  my 
blefling,  thy  fathers  (pirit  upon  thee.  farewell  fafper  ; but  yet 
or  ere  you  part  ( oh  cruell ) kifleme,  kiffe  me  tweeting,  mine 
ovvne  deare  jevvcll : So,  now  begon ; no  words. 

Enter  Jafper. 

CMif,  mer.  So  Michael ^ now  get  thee  gone  too. 

Mich . Yes  forfooth  mother , but  lie  have  my  fathers  blefling 

firft. 

Mif.  mer.  No  ^Michael,  ’cis  no  matter  for  his  blefling  ; thou 
haft  my  blefling,  begon ; lie  fetch  my  money,  and  jewells,  and 
fol  low  thee  : 1 le  ftay  no  longer  with  him  I warrant  thee ; true- 
ly  Charles  lie  begon  too. 

Old  mer.  VVhac  you  will  not  ? 
c JVlif.  mer.  Yes  indeed  will  I. 

Old  mer.  Hey  ho,  fare- well  Nan , lie  never  truft  wench  more 
againe,  if  I can. 

( JMif.mer . Y ou  (ball  not  thinke  ( when  all  your  owne  is  gone) 
to  (pend  that  I have  beene  feraping  up  for  Michael. 

Old  mer.  Farewell  good  wife,I  expert  it  not ; all  I have  to  doe 
in  this  world,  is  to  be  merry : which  I (ball,  if  the  ground  bee 
not  taken  from  me : and  if  it  be, 

When  earth  and  feas  from  meare  reft. 

The  skies  aloft  for  me  are  left.  Exeunt. 

Boy  danceth , (JMu/icke.  Finis  Alius  primi. 

Wife.  1 le  be  fworne  hec’s  a merry  old  Gentleman  for  all  that : 
Harke,  harke  husband  , harke,  Fiddles  , Fiddles  ; now  furely 
they  goe  finely.  They  fay,  ’tis  prefent  death  for  theft  (idlers  to 
to  tune  their  Rebecks  before  the  great  Turkes  grace,  is’t  not 
George  ? But  looke,  looke,  heere’s  a youth  dances  : now  good, 
youth  doeaturnea’th  toe  ; Sweete  heart,  I’faith  ile  have  Rafe 
come, and  doe  fomeof  his  Gambols;  hee’eride  the  wild  mare 
Gentlemen, ’t  would  doe  your  hearts  good  to  fte  him  : Ithanke 
you  kinde  youth,  pray  bid  Rafe  come. 
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Cit.  Peace  Connie.  Sirrah,  you  feurvie  boy  , bid  the  Players 

lend  Rtfe,  or  by  Gods  — and  they  doe  not, Fie  tearefomc 

of  their  Periwigs  befide  their  heads this  is  all  RifFe  RafFe. 

A ft  us  fecund  us,  Sccenaprima. 

Enter  Merchant  and  Humpbery. 

Merck.  And  how  faith?  how  goes  it  nowlonnc  Humphrey  ? 
Hum . Right  wo  r (hipful  1,  and  my  beloved  friend 
And  father  deare, this  matter  s at  an  end. 

Merck.' Tis  well,  it  Ihould  be lo,Fme  glad  the Girle 
Is  found  fo  traftable.  * 

Hum.  Nay,  fhe  muft  whirle 
From  hence,  and  you  muft  wink  : for  Co  1 fay, 

’ The  ftory  te!s,  to  morrow  before  day. 

wife . George, d o’ft  thou  think  in  t hy  confidence  now  ’twill  be 
a match?  tell  me  but  what  thou  thinkftfwcet  Rogue,  thoufeeft 
the  poore  Gentleman  (deare  heart)  how  it  labours  and  throbs  I 
warrant  you,  to  be  at  reft  : ITe  go  move  the  father  for’t, 

Cit.  No,no,I prethee fit ftill Hony-fuckle, thonl’t fpoile all- if 
he  d eny  him,  I’le  bring  halfe  a dozen  good  fellows  my  lelfc,  and 
in  the  ihutting  of  an  evening  knock’ t up,  and  there’s  an  end. 

Tic  bulfe  thee  for  that  i’faith  boy;  well  George,  well  you 
have  been  a wag  in  your  dayes  I warrant  you  : but  God  forgive 
you,  and  I do  with  all  my  heart. 

Mer.  How  was  it  Ibnnc?  you  told  me  that  to  morrow 
Before  day  break,  you  muft  convey  her  hence. 

Hum.  I muft, I muft, and  thus  it  is  agreed. 

Your  daughter  rides  upon  a brown-bay  fteed, 

I on  a forrell,  which  I bought  of  'Brian y 
The  honeft  Hoft  of  the  red  roaring  Lion 
In  JF<t/W*>»fituare:then  ifyou  may. 

Content  in  fecmly  fort,  left  by  delay, 

The  fatall  fitters  coine,and  do  the  office. 

And  then  you’l  fing  another  fong.  Merck.  Alas, 

Why  Ihould  you  be  thus  full  of  grief  to  me  ? 

That  do  as  willing  as  yourfelfoagree 
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T©  any  thing  !o  it  be  good  and  faire, 

Then  fteal  her  when  you  will,  if  fuch  a pleafure 
Content  you  both,  I’iefieep  and  never  fee  it, 

To  make  your ;oyes  more fulhbut  tell  me  vvhy 
You  may  not  here  performeyour  marriage  ? 

Wife  Gods  blefling  a thy  foule  old  man,  i taith, thou  art  loath 
to  part  true  hearts : I’feea  has  her  George,  and  line  as  glad  on’tj 
well , go  thy  wayes  Humphrey  for  a faire  fpoken  man,l  believe 
thou  haft  not  thy  fellow  within  the  walls  of  LokAm,  and  I ihould 
fay  the  Suburbs  to,  I fhould  not  lie : why  doft  not  thou  rejoyce 
with  me  Cjeorgc  f ( Hoft  i’ faith. 

Cit,  If  ; could  but  fee  Rafe  againe , I were  as  merry  as  mine 
* Hum.  The  c?u(eyoufeem  toaske,  i thus  declare, 

Help  me  oh  Mufes  nine,  your  daughter  fware 
A fooli  fh  oath,  the  more  it  was  the  pitty ; 

Y et  none  but  my  felfe  within  this  Citie 
Shall  dare  to  fay  fo,  but  a bold  defiance 
Shall  meet  him,  were  he,e  of  the  noble  Science,’ 

And  yet  fire  fware, and  yet  why  did  fhe  fvveare; 

Truly  I cannot  tell, unlefle  it  were 

Tor  herowne  eafejforfurefbmetimes  anoath, 

Being  fworne  thereafter, is, like  cordiallbroth. 

And  this  4 was  fhe  fwore, never  to  marrie. 

But  fuch  a one  whofe  mighty  ar me  could  carrie 
(As  meaning  me, for  I am  fuch  a one) 

Her  bodily  away  through  ftickeand  |lone,y 
Till  both  of  us  arrive,  at  her  requeft. 

Some  ten  miles  off  in  the  wilde  Waltham  Torreft, 

Merck,  If’ this  be  alhyoufhall  notneede  tofeare 
Any  deniall  in  your  love,  proceed, 

Tie  neither  follow,  nor  repent  the,deed., 

Hum.  Good  night,  twenty  good  nights , and  twenty  more,: 
And  twenty  moregood  nights,  that  makes  threefcorc.  Exeunt. 

Enter  miftris  Mem-thought , and  her  fonne  Michael. 
Mifl.mer,  Come  Michael, art  thou  not  weary  Boy  ? 

Mich,  No  for-footh  mother  not  I 
Mifi.  mer.  Where  be  we  now  ehilde  ? 
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Mich.  Indeed  forfooth  mother  I cannot  tell , unleffe  we  be  at 
Mile- end : is  not  all  the  world  Mile-end,  Mother  ? 

CAlift.  mer.  No  c Michael,  not  all  the  world  boy  ; but  I can  af- 
fure  thee  Michael , Mile-end  is  a good  ly  matter,  there  has  been  a 
pitchfield  mychilde,  between  the  naughty  Spaniels  and  the  En- 
glishmen, and  the  Spaniels  ran  away  e Michael,  and  the  Englifj- 
r/ien  followed  : my  neighbour  Cox  ft  one  was  there  boy,  and  kil’d 
them  all  with  a bird  ing  pieece. 

UMich.  Mother  forfooth. 

Mifl.  mer.  What  fays  my  white  boy  ? 

Mich.  Shall  not  my  father  go  with  us  too  ? 

Mift.  mer • No  Michael , let  thy  father  go  fnick-up,he  fhall  ne- 
ver come  between  a paire  of  lheets  with  mee  agaihe , while  hee 
lives:  let  him  ftay  at  home  and  ling  for  his  fupper  boy  ; come 
‘ child  lit  down,  and  i’le  (hew  my  boy  fine  knacks  indeed  , look 
here  Michael , here’s  a Ring , and  here’s  a Bruch , and  here’s  a 
Bracelet,  and  here’s  to  Rings  more,  and  here’s  money,  and  gold 
by  th’  eye  my  boy.  Mich.  Shall  I have  all  this  mother  l 

Mift.  mer.  I Michael , thou  (halt  have  all  Michael. 

Cit.  How  lik’ft  thou  this  wench  ? 

Wife.  I cannot  tell, I would  have  Rafe, Georgette fee  no  more 
elle  indeed-law,  and  I pray  you  let  the  youths  underftand  lo 
much  by  word  of  mouth, for  I will  tell  you  truly , I’me  afraid  a 
my  boy :come, come  George,  let’s  be  merry  and  wife,  the  child’s 
a latherlefle  child e,  and  lay  they  (hould  put  him  into  a ftrait  pair 
of  Gaskins  , ’twere  worfe  then  knot-gralfc,  hee  would  never 
grow  after  it.  Enter  Raf enquire, and,  Dwhrfe, 

Cit.  Here’s  Rttfe, here’s  Rafe. 

wife.  How  do  you  Rafe  ? you  are  welcome  Rafe  , as  I may 
fay,  it’s  a good  boy,  hold  up  thy  head, and  be  not  afraid  , wee  are 
thy  friends,  Rafe,  the  Gentlemen  will  prayle  thee  Rafe,  if  thou 
playftthy  part  with  audacitie,  begin  Rafe  a Gods  name. 

Rafe.  My  trufty  Squire  unlace  my  Helme,  give  mee  my  hat, 
where  are  we,  or  what  delart  might  this  be  ? 

Dw.  Mirrour  of  Knighthood,  this  is,  as  I take  it , the  perilous 
Waltham  downjin  whofe  bottom  ftands  the  inchanted  Valley. 

Mift.  mer.  O Michael,  wee  are  betraid,  we  are  betraid , here 
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be  Giants, flic  boyjflis  boy  flic.  Ex  unt  mother  and  Michael; 

Rafe,  Lace  ou  my  Helme  again  : what  noiic  is  this  ? 

A gentle  Lady  flying  the  embrace 

Of  feme  nncourteous  Knight,  I will  relieve  her. 

Go  (quire,  and  1'ay,  the  Knight  that  weat  es  this  Peftle 
In  honour  ofall  Lad  ies,fweares  revenge 
Upon  that  recreant  coward  that  purines  her, 

Go  comfort  her,  and  that  lame  gentle  Squire 
That  beares  her  company.  Squire,  I goe  brave  Knight. 

Rafe.  My  trufty  Dwarfe  and  friend,  reach  me  my  (hield, 

And  hold  it  while  I fweare  : firft  by  my  Knighthood, 

Then  by  the  foule  of  Amadis  de  Gaule, 

My  famous  Anceftor,  then  by  my  fword, 

The  beauteous  Brionella  girt  about  me, 

By  this  bright  burning  Peftle  of  mine  honour, 

The  living  Trophie,  and  by  all  refpebf 
Due  to  dift  refled  Damfels,  here  T vow 
Never  to  end  the  queft  of  this  faire  Ladie, 

A nd  that  forfaken  Squire,  till  by  my  valour 
I gain  their  libertie.  ‘Drvarfe,  Heave  nblefle  the  Knight 
That  thus  relieves  poore  errant  Gentlewomen.  Exit. 

Wife.  1 marry  Rafe,  this  has  fome  favour  in’t,  I would  fee  the 
proud eft  of  them  all  offer  to  carric  his  books  after  Him.  But 
George , I will  not  have  him  go  away  fofoone,  I (Trail  be  licke 
if  he  go  away,  that  I (hall  ; call  Rafe  again  fjeorge , calltfq/r  a- 
gain,  I pretheefwcet  heart  let  him  come  fight  before  mee,  and 
let’s  ha  fome  Drums  and  Trumpets , and  let  him  kill  all  that 
comes  neer  him,  and  thou  lov’ft  me  George. 

Cit.  Peace  aiitle  bird,  he  (hall  kill  them  all,  and  they  were 
twenty  more  on  ’em  then  there  are.  Enter  1 after. 

lafp.  Now  fortune,  ifthoube’ft  not  onely  ill. 

Shew  me  thy  better  face,  and  bring  about 

Thy  defperate  wheele,that  I may  climbe  at  length  , 

And  ftand,this  is  our  place  of  meeting. 

If  love  have  any  conftancie,  Oh  age  1 
Where  onely  wealthy  men  are  counted  bappie : . 

How fhalllpleale thee?  how  deferve tby  (miles ? 

When 
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When  I am  onely  rich  in  mifery  ? 

My  fathers  bleffing,  and  this  little  coine 
Is  my  inheritance,  a ftrong  revenne, 

From  earth  thou  art,  and  to  earth  I give  thee. 

There  grow  and  multiply,  whilft  frefher  aire  fpies  the 

Breeds  me  a frefher  fortune  : how,  illufion  ! Casket. 

What  hath  the  Dev  ill  coyn’d  himfelfe  before  me  ? 

’Tis  mettle  good,  it  rings  well,  I am  waking. 

And  taking  too  I hope,  now  Gods  deere  bleffing 
Upon  his  heart  that  left  it  here,  ’tis  mine, 

Thefe  pearles,  I lake  it,  were  not  left  for  fwine.  Exit. 

Wife.  I do  not  like  that  this  unthrifty  youth  fhould  embefill 
away  the  monie,  the  poore  Gentlewoman  his  mother  will  have 
a heavy  hearHt  for  it,  God  knows. 

• Cit.  And  reafbn  good , fweet  heart. 

wfe.  But  let  him  go,  iTe  tell  Rafe  a tale  in’s  eare  fhall  fetch 
him  again  with  a Wanion  I warrant  him,  if  he  be  above  ground; 
andbefides  George , here  be  a number  offufficient  Gentlemen 
can  witnefle,and  my  felf,  and  your  felfe,  % 
be  calld  in  queftion,but  here  comes  Rafe, 
him  ipcak,  as  he  were  an  Emperall. 

Enter  Rafe  and  Drear fe. 

Rfe.  Comes  not  fir  Squire  again  ? 

J>tvarf.  Right  courteous  Knight, 

Your  Squire  .doth  come,  and  with  him  comes  the  Ladie. 

Enter  Miftris  Mer.  and  Atichaelyand  Squire. 

For  and  the  Squire  of  Damfels  as  I take  it. 

Rafe.  Madam,  if  any  fervice  or  devoir 
Of  a poore  errant  Knight  may  right  your  wrongs, 

Command  it,  I am  preft  to  give  you  fuccour. 

For  to  that  holy  end  I beare  my  Armour. 

Mifr.mer.  Alas,  fir,  I am  a poore  Gentlewoman , and  I have 
loft  my  mony  in  this  Forreft; 

Rafe.  Delart, you  would  fay  Ladie,  and  not  loft 
Whilft  I havefword  andlaunce,  dry  up  your  teares 
Which  ill  befits  the  beauty  of  that  face : 
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And  tell  the  ftorie  if  I may  rcqueft  it, 

Ofyour  diaftrous  fortune. 

Aft (l . mert  Out  alas,  1 left  a thoufand  pound.a  thoufand  pound, 
e’ne  all  the  mony  I had  laid  up  for  this  youth , upon  the  light  of 
your  Mafterlhip,  you  lookt  fo  grim  , and  as  I may  lay  it,  faving 
your  prefence,  more  like  a Giant  then  a mortall  man. 

Rafe.  I am  as  you  are,  Lady,  fo  are  they 
All  mortall,but  why  weeps  this  gentle  Squire  ? 

Miji,  mer.  Has  he  not  caufe  to  weep  d o you  think,  when  hee 
has  loft  his  inheritance  ? 

Rafe.  Yong  hope  of  valour,  weep  not,  I am  here 
That  will  confound  thy  foe,  and  pay  it  dearc 
Upon  his  coward  head,  that  dare  denie, 

Diftrefl’ed  Squires,  and  Ladies equitie.  . j 

I have  but  one  horle,  on  which  fhali  ride 

This  Lady  faire  behindc  me,  and  before 

This  courteous  Squire,  fortune  will  give  us  more 

Upon  our  next  adventure  ; fairly  fpeed 

Befideus  Squire  and  Dvvarfe  to  do  us  need.  Exeunt  , 

Cit.  Did  not  I tel  1 you  Net  what  your  man  would  do  ? by  the 
faith  of  my  body  wench,for  clean  adion  and  good  delivery  they 
may  all  caft  their  caps  at  him. 

Wife.  And  fo  they  may  i5  faith,  for  I d are  (peak  it  boldly , the 
twelve  Companies  of  London  cannot  match  him , timber , for 
timber:  George t and  hee  be  not  inveigled  by  fbme  of  thele 

paulterie  Players,  I ha  much  marvel!  :but  George  we  ha  done  our 
parts,  if  the  Boy  have  any  grace  to  be  thankful!. 

fit.  Yes  I warrant  you  duckling. 

Enter  Humphrey  and  Luce. 

Hum,  Good  Miftris  Luce,  how  ever  I in  fault  am 
For  your  lamehorfe;  you're  welcome  unto  Waltham. 

But  which  way  now  to  g6,  or  what  to  fay 
I know  not  truly  till  it  be  broad  day* 

Luce.  O feare  not  maftcr  Humphery,  I am  guide 
For  this  place  good  enough.  Hum.  Then  up  and  ride. 

Or  if  it  pleale  you,  walk  for  your  rqpofe. 
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Or  fitj  or  if  you  will}  go  pluck  a Rofc 
Either  of  which  fhall  be  indifferent, 

To  your  good  friend  and  Humphrey  , whofe  confeat 
Is  fo  entangled  ever  to  your  will. 

As  the  poor  harmlefle  horfe  is  to  the  Mill. 

Luce.  Faith  and  you  fiy  the  word , wee’l  e’ne  fit  down, 

And  take  a nap.  Hum , 'Tis  better  in  the  Town, 

Where,  we  may  nap  together : for  believe  me, 

To  fleep  without  a fnatch  would  mickle  grive  me. 

Luce.  You're  merry  m after  Humphrey.  Hum,  So  I am, 
And  have  been  ever  merry  from.my  Dam. 

Luce.  Your  Nurfe  had  the  Idle  labour. 

Hum,  Faith  it  may  be, 

Unlcffe  it  were  by  chance  I did  beray  me.  - Enter  Jafper 
fafp.  Luce,  deare  friend  Luce.  Luce.  Her clafger. 

Jafp.  You  arc  mine. 

Hum.  If  it  be  fo,  my  friend,  you  ufe  me  fine : 

What  doycu  think  I am  ? Jafp.  An  arrant  Noddy. 

Hum.  A word  of  obloquie : now  by  Gods  body, 

I’le  tell  tby  Mafter,  for  I know  thee  well. 

Jafp.  Nay,  and  you  be  fo  forward  for  to  tell, 

Takethat.,and  that,  and  tell  him  fir  I gave  it: 

And  fay  I paid  you  well.  Hum.  O fir  I have  it. 

And  do  confeffethe  payment, pray  be  quiet. 

Jafp.  Go,  get  you  to  your  night-cap  and  the  diet. 

To  cure  your  beaten  bones.  Luce.  Alas,  poore  Humphrey  , 
Get  thee  fome  wholfome  broth  with  Sage  and  Cumfrie : 

A little  oile  of  Roles  and  a feather 

Tonoint  thy  back  withal  1.  Hum.  When  I came  hither. 

Would  1 had  gone  to  Paris  with  John  Dorry. 

Luce.  Farewell  my  pretty  Nump,  I am  very  lorry 
I cannot  beare  thee  company.  Hum.  Farewell, 

The  Devils  Dam  was  ne’rc  fo  bang’d  in  Hell.  Exeunt. 

Manet  Humphrey, 

wife.  This  young  Zafperwill  prove  mee  another  Things, a my 
conference  and  hee  may  be  fuffered  ; George  , doft  not  fee  George 
how  a-fwaggers,  and  flies  at  the  very  heads  a fokes  as.  hee  were  a 
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Dragon;  well  ifl  doc  not  doe  his  leffon  for  wronging  the  poorc 
Gentleman  , I am  no  true  woman,  his  friends  that  brought  him 
up  might  have  been  better  occupied,  I wis,  then  have  taught  him 
thdefegaries:  he’s  e’ne  in  the  high- way  to  the  Gallows  , God 
bleffe  him. 

fit.  Y bu’  re  too  bitter,Conny,  the  y ong  man  may  doc  well  e- 
noughforali  this. 

Wife.  Come  hither  mailer  Humphrey , has  hee  hurt  you?  now 
befhrew  bis  fingers  for’t , here  fweet  hearr,here’$  fome  grcenc 
Ginger  for  thee , now  belhre w my  heart,-  but  a has  Peppcr-nel 
in’s  head,  as  big  as  a Pullets  Egge*.  alas,  fweet  Lambe,  how  thy 
temples  beate  j take  thepeacc  on  himfwect  hart,  take  the  peace 
•on  him.  Enter  a Boy. 

Cit.  No., no,  you  talk  like  a fooliCh  woman,  1’leha  “2 \afe  fight 
with  him,  and  fwing  him  up  wellfavourdly  : firrahboy  come  hi- 
ther,let  Rfe  come  in  and  fight  with  lafper. 

wife.  I,  and  beat  him  well,  he’s  an  unhappy  boy. 

Boy.  Sir,  you  mud  pardon  us  , the  plot  of  our  Play  lies  con- 
trary, dfti  twill  hazard  the  fpoy  ling  of  our  Play. 

fit.  Plot  me  no  plots.  He  ha  Rafe  come  out.  Tie  make  your 
houle  too  hot  for  you  elfe. 

Boy.  W hy  fir,  hee  Ihall,  but  if  any  thing  fall  out  of  order,  the 
Gentlemen  mull  pardon  us. 

Cit . Go  your  ways  good-man  boy  , 1’le  hold  him  a penny  hee 
Ihall  have  his  belly  full  of  fighting  now , ho  here  'comes  Rafet 
no  more. 

Enter  Rafe, mi (lrit  Merry  .LMichael,S quire ywd  Drvarfe. 

R fe.  What  Knight  is  that  Squire,  aske  him  if  he  keep 
The  pafiage,  bound  by  love  of  Lady  faire. 

Or  elfe  but  prickant.  Hum.  Sir,  I am  no  Knight, 

But  a poor  Gentleman,  that  this  fame  night, 

Had  lloine  from  me  on  yonder  Green, 

My  lovely  wife,  and  fuffered  to  be  feen 
Yet  extant  on  my  fhouldersfuch  a greeting. 

That  whilll  I live,  I fhall  think  of  that" that  meeting. 

wife.  I Rafe,  he  beat  him  unmercifully,  Rafe , and  thou  fpar’ft 
him  Rafe,  I would  thou  wert  hang’d  , 
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Cit.  Ho  more,  wife  no more. 

Raft.  Where  is  the  CaitifFe  wretch  hath  done  this  deed  ? 
Lady,  your  pardon,  that  I may  proceed 
Upon  the  queft  of  this  injurious  Knight. 

And  thou  fa  ire  Squire  repute  me  not  the  worfe. 

In  leaving  the  great  venture  ofthc  purfe.  Eater  lafper  and  Luce, 
And  the  rich  Casket  till  fome  better  lcifiire. 

Hum,  Here  comes  the  Broker  hath  purloin’d  my  treafure. 
Rafe,  Go,  Squire,  and  tell  him  I am  here. 

An  Errant  Knight  at  Arms,  to  crave  d clivcry 
Of  that  faire  Lady  to  her  own  Knights  arms. 

If  he  deny,  bid  him  take  choice pf ground. 

And  lo  defie  him.  Squire.  Yrom  the  Knight  that  bear.es 

.The  golden  Peftle>  *1  defie  thee  Knight* 

Unlcflc  thou  make  faire  reftitution 
Of  that  bright  Lady. 

Jafp.  Tell the  Knight  that  fent thee 
He  is  an'Affe,and  Iwillkeep  the  werich,  Tfi.  , , +1  Ul 

And  knock  his  Hcad-peece. 

Rafe.  Knight  thou  art  batdead. 

If  thou  recall  not  thy  unCourteous  terms  : 

Wife.  Break’s  pate  Rafet  break’s  pzttRafe,  fbundiy. 
lafp.  Come  Knight,  I am  ready  for  you,  now  y our  Left  lc 
Snatches  away  his  Pejile. 

Shall  try  what  temper,  fir,  your  Morter’s  of: 

W ith  that  he  flood  upright  in  his  fticrops. 

And  gave  the  Knight  of  the  Calve-skin  fiich  ajknock,  ,r; 

That  he forlbdk  his  horfe,  and  down  he  fell. 

And  then  he  leaped  upon  him,  and  plucking  ofifhis  Helmet. 

Hum.  Nay,  and  my  noble  Knight  be  down  fb  foon. 

Though  l ea  n jfea  rcely  go,  I needs  muft  run. 

Wife.  Run  ^<i/^tun  R-*/>,ruh  foriihy . 
Jafper  comes. 

lafp.  Come  Lnce%  we  muft  have  other  Arms  for  you/  , ,ift) 
Humphrey  and  Golden  Pefilebotb.  adieu.  cxeum. 

Wife.  Sure  the  Devill , God  bleffeus,  is  ill  this  Springald,  why 

.«rVi  ••  A E George. 
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George,  dklft  ever  fee  fach  a fire-drake  ,1  am  afraid  my  boy’s  mif 
carried;  if  he  be,  though  hee  were  Mailer  Merry -thoughts  fonne 
a thouiand  times,  if  there  be  any  Law  in  England  t Tie  makefome 
of  themfmart  for’t, 

Cit.  No, no,  I have  found  outthematter  fweet  heart,  lafper  is 
enchanted  as  lure  as  we  a re  here,  hee  is  enchanted,  hee  could  no 
more  have  flood  in  Kafir  hands,  then  I can  ftand  in  my  Lord 
Majors . Pie  have  a Ring  to  d ifeover  all  erichantments,  and  R afe 
Ihall  beat  him  yet : be  no  more  vext  , for  it  fhall  belo, 

Enter  Raph,  S quire , ID warfe fJMiftris  M erry -thought 

‘ md  Michael.  , ; 

Wif.  O husband,  here’s  R*fe  againe,  ftay  Rafe, let  mee  Ipeake 
with  thee,how  doft  thou  Rafe'?  art  thdu not  fhrewdly  hurt  ? the 
foule  great  Lungeis  laid  unmercifully  on  thee, there’s  fome  lugar- 
candy  for  thee,  proceed,  thou  fhalt  have  another  both  with  him. 

C*f.  If  Rafe  had  him  at  the  Tencing-fchoole , if  hee  did  not 
make  a puppy  of  him,  and  drive  him  up  and  downe  the  Schoole, 
he  fhould  nere  come  in  my  Chop  more. 

Mi  ft.  mer.  Truly  Mafter  Knight  of  the  burning  Pe ft/e  Jam 
weary. 

(JMicb.  Indeed  law  mother  and  I am  very  hungry. 

Rafe,  Take  coipfbrt  gentle  Dame, and  your  fairs  Squire, 

Tor  in  this  Defart  there  muft  needs  be  plac’t 
Many  ftrong  Caftles,  held  by  courteous  Knights, 

And  till  I bring  you  fafe  to  one  of  thole 
1 fweare  by  this  my  Order  ne’reto  leave  you. 

wife.  Well  faid  Rafe  .George, Rafe  was  ever  comfortable, was 
he  not  ? 

Cit.  Yes  Duck. 

Wife.  I fttall  ne’re  forget  him  : when  wee  had  loft  our  child, 
you  know  it  was  ft  raid  almoft,  alone,  to  Puddle-wbarfe,  and  the 
Cryers  were  abroad  for  it , and  there  it  had  drown’d  ltfelfe  but 
for  a Sculler,  Rafe  was  the  mod  comfortable!!  to  me  : peace  Mi- 
ff ris,  fayes  he, let  it  go,  Pie  get  you  another  as  good,  did  hee  not 
George  ? did  he  not  f&yfo  2 
Git.  Yes  indeed  did  he  Moufe. 

Dwarf?, 
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Dwarfe.  I would  we  had  a tncffe  of  Pottage  and  a pot  of  drink, ’ 
Squirc,and  wets  going  to  facd. 

Squire . Why  we  are  at  Waltham  Townes  end,  and  that’s  the 
Bedl  nnc. 

Dwarfe.  Take  courage  valiant  Knight, Damfell, and  Squire, 

I have  difeovered,  not  a ftones  call  off. 

An  ancient  Cattle  held  by  the  old  'Knight 
Ofthe  moft  holy  Order  of  the  Bell, 

Who  gives  to  all  Knights  Errant  entertains 
There  plenty  is  of  food,  and  all  prepar’d. 

By  the  white  hands  of  his  own  Lady  dcare. 

He  hath  three  Squires  that  welcome  all  his  Guefts: 

The  firft  high  Chamberlain,  who  will  fee 
Our  beds  prepar’d  and  bring  Us  fnowy  fhcets, 

Where  never  footman  ftretcht  his  butter’d  Hams. 

The  lecond  hight  Tapftro , who  will  fee 
Our  pots  full  filled,and  no  froth  therein  : 

The  third  a gentle  Squire  Oftlero  hight, 

Who  will  our  Palfries  flick  with  wifps  of  ft  raw, 

And  in  the  Manger  put  them  Oates  enough, 

And  never  greafe  their  teeth  with  Candle  fouffe. 

Wife,  That  lame  Dwarf’s  apretty  boy,but  the  Squire’s  a grout- 
nold. 

Rafe.  Knock  at  the  Gates  my  Squirs  withftatcly  Lance, 

Enter  Tapfter * 

Tap.  Who’s  there,  you’re  welcome  Gentlemen,  will  you  fee  a 
roome  ? 

Dwa*f.  Right  courteous  & valiant  Knight  of  the  burning  Peftle, 
This  is  the  Squire  Tapftro, 

Rafe.  Faire  Squire  Tapftro,  I a wandring  Knight, 

Height  of  the  burning  Pefile  inthequeft 
Of  this  faire  Ladies  Casket, and  wrought  purie, 

Lofing  my  felfe  in  this  vaft  Wildcrnefle, 

Am  to  this  Cattle  well  by  fortune  brought, 

Where  hearing  of  the  goodly  entertain. 

Your  Knight  of  holy  Order  of  the  Belt, 

Gives  to  all  Damfcls^nd  all  Errant  Knights, 
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I thought  to  knock,  and  now  am  bold  to  enter. 

Tapfler.  An’t  plcafe  you  fee  a chamber 5 you  are  very  welcome* 

Exeunt . 

Wife.  George  1 would  have  fomething  done,  and  I cannot  tell 
whftitis.  . 

Cit.  What  is  it  1VW  ? 

wife , Why  G eorge , fhai  1 Rfe  beat  no.body;againe  ? prethce 
fweet -heart  let  him.  .W><N  :'‘s  1 . O ■ si  ! - i * 

Og  So  he  fhail  WeLand  if  Ljoyn  with  bii%  weeU  knock  them 
all. 

Enter  Hutnphtty  <*»<2  Merchant, 
wife . o . here’s  mailer  Humphrey  againe  now*  that  loft 
Miftirs  Luce , and  Miftris  Lucies  fathers ; Matter  Humphrey  w]u 
do  fomc  bodies  arrant  I warrant  him. 

Hum,  Father  it’s  trite,inarmes  l.nere  ihallcialpe  her, 

For  fhe  is  ftol  ne  away  by  your  man  Icifperx- 
wife.  I thought  he  would  tell  him. , 

Merck,  Unhappy  that  I am  to  lofe  my  child? 

Now  I begin  to  think  on  fufpers  words, 

Who  ofc  hath  urg'd  to  me  thyfboiifhnelfe, ' • 

W hy  d id  ft  thou  let  her  go  ? thou  lov  ’ft  her  not,- 
XJjat  wouldft  bring  home  thy  life,  and  not  bring  hen 

Hum.  Father  forgive  me,  I Ihall  tell  you  true. 

Look  on  my  lhoulders,thcy  are  black  and  blew,  A 

Whilft  too  and  fro  faire  Luce  and  I were  winding. 

He  came  and  bailed  me  witha  hedge  binding. 

c Ji'terch.  Get  men  and  horfes  ftraight,we  will  be  there 
Wit  hin  this  hoLire,  you  know  the  place  againe  ? 

Hum.  I know  the  place,whcre  he  my,  loyns  did  fwaddle, 

I’le  get  fix  horfes,. and  to  each  a iadd  le. 

Mer.  Mean  time  I’le gotalk  with/*//*™ father.  Exeunt , 

wife.  George , whatwilt  thou  lay  with  meenow,  thatMafter* 
Humphrey  has  not  Miftris  -Lue? y ct,lpeak George, What  wiltthotf 
lay  with  me? 

Cit.  No  Nel , I warrant  thee  lafper  is  at  Puckridge  with-her 

by  this. 

wife . Nay  <3 eorge  , you  muft  conftder  Miftris  Lucies  feet  are 

tender, 
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tender,  and  befides, ’tisdarke,  and  I promife  you  truly,  I do  hot 
fee  how  he  fhould  get  out  of  Waltham  Forreft  with  her  yet. 

C it.  Nay  Cunny,  what  wilt  thou  lay  with  me  that  Rrfe  has  her 
not  yet. 

wife.  I will  not  lay  agiinft  Rafe  Kunny , becaufe  I have  not 
fpoken  with  him:  but  look  <jforge,  peace,  here  comes  the  merry 
old  Gentleman  again* ... 

Enter  old  <JMerry -thought. 

Old  mer.  When  it  was  grown  to  dark-mid-night, 

And  all  were  faft  afleep, 

In  came  Margarets-^ximXy  Ghofr, 

And  flood  at  Williams  feet. 

I have  money, and  meat  and  drink  before  hand,  till  to  morrow 
at  noon,  why  fhould  I be  fad?  mee  thinks  I have  half  a dozen  Jo- 
viall  lpirits  within  me,  I a m three  merry  men , and  three  merry 
men : To  what  end  fhould  any  man  be  lad  in  thi  s World  ? give 
me  a man  that  when  hee  goes  to  hanging  cryes,  troule  the  black 
bouleto  me  ••  and  a woman  that  will  iing  a catch  in  her  Travell.  I 
have  feen  a man-come  by  my  doore,with  a ferious  face, in  a black 
cloak,  without  a hat-band , carrying  his  head  as  if  hee  looktfor 
pins  in  the  ftreet.I  have  1'dofct  out  of  my  window  half a yea  re  af- 
ter, and  have fpyed  that  mans  head  upon  London -bridge : ’tis  vile 
never  truft  a Tailor  that  does  not  fing  at  his  work  > his  minde  is 
of  nothing  but  filching. 

Wife.  Marke  this  George  ’tis  worth  noting-,  Godfrey  my  Tailor*., 
you  know  never  fings,  and  hee  had  fourtcene  yards  to  make  this 
Gown,and  Flebefworne  Miftris  Feniftone  the  Drapers  wife  had 
one  made  with  twelve. 

Qldmr.  ’Tis  mirth  that  fils  the  veins  with  blond,  ^ 
Morcthen  wine,  or  fleep,orfood« 

Let  each  man  keep  his  heart  at  eafe,  _ 

No  man  d ies  of  that  difeafe. 

He  that  would  his  body  keep 
From  difeafes,  muff  not  weep,  - 
But  who  ever  laughs  and  fings, 
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Never  his  body  brings 
IntoFvers,tfout$,or  Rhumes, 

Or  lingringly  his  lungs  confumes  : 

Or  meets  with  Aches  in  the  bone, 

Or  Cathathes,  pr  griping  Stone : 

But  contented  lives  for  aye. 

The  more  he  laughs,  the  more  he  may. 

Wife.  Look  George  , how  fayft  thou  by  this  gjeorge  ? is  t not  a 
fine  old  tnan  ? Now  Gods  b letting  a* thy  fwcet  lips.  When  wilt 
thou  be  lb  merry  George  ? Faith  thou  art  the  frowningft  little 
thing  when  thou  art  angry,  in  a Country, 

Enter  Merchant, 

Cit.  Peace  Conny,thou  (halt  fee  him  take  down  too  1 warrant 
thee  ; here’s  Luces  father  come  now. 

Old  mer.  As  you  came  from  Walfinghamy  from  the  holy  Land, 
there  met  you  not  with  my  true-love  by  the  way  as  you  came. 

Merch.  Oh  Matter  Merry-thought ! my  daughters  gone. 

Ibis  mirth  becomes  you  not,  my  daughters  gone. 

Old  mer.  Why  an  if  Ihc  be  what  care  I ? 

Or  let  her  come,  or  go,  or  tarry. 

Merch,  Mock  not  my  mifery,  it  is  your  fonne. 

Whom  I have  made  my  own,  when  all  forfook  him, 

Has  ftoln  my  only  joy,  my  childe  away.  (gray, 

Old  mer  He  let  her  on  a milk-white  fteed,  and  himfelf upon  a 
He  never  turn’d  his  face  again,  but  lie  bore  her  quite  away. 

Merch.  Unworthy  of  the  kindnefife  I have  fhewne 
To  thee.,  and  thine : too  late  I well  perceive 
Thou  art  contenting  to  my  daughters  lofle. 

Old  mer.  Your  daughter,  what  a ftur’s  here  wee  yer  daughter  ? 
Let  her  go,  think  no  moreon  hcr,but  fing  loud.lfbothmy  fbnncs 
were  on  the  gallows,  I would  fing  down,  down,  down : they  fall 
down,  and  arife  they  never  Pnall, 

Merch.  Oh  might  I behold  her  once  again. 

And  fhe  once  more  embrace  her  aged  fire. 

Old  mer.  Fie, how  teurv  ily  this  goes  : and  fhee  once  more  em- 
brace her  aged  fire?  you’le  make  a dog  on  her,  will  yc?  Ihe  cares 
much  for  her  aged  lire  I warrant  you. 

She 
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She  cares  not  for  her  Daddy,  nor  (he  ca  res  not  for  her  Mammy. 
For  fhe  is,  fhc  is,  lhe  is  my  Lord  of  Lwe-gaves  La  flic. 

Merch.  For  this  thy  (corn  I will  purlue 
That  tonne  of  thine  to  death. 

Old  mer . Do,  and  when  you  ha  Idl’d  him, 

Give  him  flowers  i’now  Palmer,  give  him  flowers  i’now, 

Give  him  red  and  white,aud  blue,greemahd  yellow. 

Merch.  Fk fetch  my  daughter. 

Old  mer.  I’le  hears  no  more  a your  daughter , it  fpoilcs  my 
mirth* 

Merch.  I fay  I’le  fetch  my  daughter. 

Oldmer,  Was  never  man  for  Ladies  fake,  down,  down. 
Tormented  as  I fir  Guy  ? de  derry  down, 

For  Lucies  fake,  that  Lady  btightydown,dorr»t 
As  ever  men  beheld  with  eye  ? de  derry  down. 

Merch,  I’le  be  reveng’d  by  Heaven.  Exeunt. 

Muftque.  Finis  Ablus fecund its,. 

Wife.  How  doft  thou  like  this  Gfeorge  ? 

Cit.  Why  this  is  well  Cunnyibut  if  Rafe  were  hot  once,  thou 
fhouldfl:  fee  more. 

Wif.  The  Fid lers  go  again  husband  . 

Cit.  I Nell,  but  this  is  icurvy  Mufique:  I gave  the  whore-forme 
gallows  money , and  1 thinke  hec  has  not  gotmee  the  Waits  of 
Soiithwark,if  Iheare  him  not  anan,I’le  twinge  him  by  the  eares. 
Your  Muficians  play  Baloo. 

Wife,  No  good  George , let’s  ha  Lachryma. 

Cit.  Whythisisit  Cunny. 

Wife.  It’s  all  the  better  George : nowfwcet  Lambe,what  (lory 
is  that  painted  upon  the  cloth  ? the  confutation  of  Saint  Paul  ? 
Cit.  No  Lambe,  that’s  Rafe  and  Lucrece. 

Wife.  Rafe  and  Lucrece  ? which  Rafe ? our  Rafe  ? < 

fit.  No  Moufe,  that  wasa  Tartarian. 

Wife.  ATartarian?  well,  I wo’d  the  Fidlers  had  done,  that 
w«  might  fee  our  Rafe  again* 
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Attus  tercitfs , Scoena  prima. 

Enter  Jalper  and  Luce. 

la/p.  Come  my  dcare,  though  we  have  loft  our  way, 

W e have  not  loft  our  felves  rare  you  not  weary 
With  this  nights  wandring,  broken  from  your  reft  ? 

And  frighted  with  the  terrour  that  attends 
The  darknefle  ofthis  wild c unpeopled  place  ? 

Luce . No  my  bcft  friend,!  cannot  either  fearc, 

Or  entertain  a weary  thought,  whilft  you 
(The  end  of  all  my  full  defires)  ftand  by  me: 

Let  them  that  lofc  their  hopes  j and  live  to  languid* 

Amongft  the  number  of  fbrlaken  Lovers, 

Tell  the  long  weary  fteps,  and  number  time, 

Start  at  a fhadow,  and  flirink  up  their  bloud, 

Whilft  1 (poffeft  with  all  content  and.quiet) 

Thus  take  my  pretty  love,  and  thus  embrace  him. 

?#fp.  You  have  caught  me  Lueet  fo  faftythat  whilft  I live 
Ifha-ll  become  your  faithfull  prifoncr : 

And  wearc  thefe  chains  for  ever.  Come,  fit  down. 

And  reft  your  body,  too  too  delicate  ‘ - H i ' T 

For  thcle  difturbances  ; fo,  will  you  fleep  ? 

Gome,  do  not  be  more  able  then  you  are, 

I kno  w you  are  not  skilfull  in  theft  Watches, 

Tor  women  are  no  fouldiers;  be  not  nice. 

But  take  it,  fleep  I fay. 

Luce . I cannot  fleep,  F 

Indeed  I cannot  friend. 

Why  then  weeTfing, 

And  try  ho w that  will  work  upon  our  fences. 

Luce.  He  fing,or  lay, or  any  thing  but  fleep. 

I a/p.  Come  little  Mer-maid,rob  me  of  my  heart 
W ith  that  inchanting  voice. 

Luce  You  mocke  me /*/£«•. 
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Song. 

! a ip.  Tell  me  ( dearefl ) what  is  love  ? 

Luce  ’Tis  a lightning  from  above t 
'T  is  an  arrow  ft  is  afire , 

'Tis  a Boy  they  call  defire* 

'Tis  a [mile 

'Doth  beguile 

Ja.fy.The poore  hearts  of  men  that  prove , 

Tell  me  more,  are  women  true  ? 

Luce.  Some  love  change , and fo  do  y^u, 

Jaip.  Are  they  fair ey  and  never  kjnde  ? 

Luce,  YeSjWhen  men  turn  with  the  wind, 

Jafp.  tAre  they  froward  ? 

Luce.  Ever  toward 
Thofe  that  love^to  love  anew* 

fafp,  Diflemble  it  no  more,  I fee  the  God 
Of  heavy  fleep,  lay  on  his  heavy  Mace, 

Upon  your  eye-lids.  Luce . I am  very  heavy. 

lafp . Sleep, fleep, and  quiet  reft  crown  thy  fweet  thoughts:: 
Keep  from  her  faircbloud  diftempers,ftartings, 

Horrours  and  fearfull  fhapes  : let  all  her  dreams 
Be  joyes , and  chaft  delights,  e mb  races,  wifhes. 

And  iuch  new  plealiires  as  the  ravifh’t  foule 
Gives  to  the  fences.  So  my  charms  have  took. 

Keep  her  you  powers  divine,  whilft  I contemplate 
Upon  the  wealth  and  beautie  of  her  minde. 

She  is  oncly  faire,  and  conftant : onely  kinde, 

And  onely  to  thee  lafper . Oh  my  joy  es ! 

Whither  will  you  tranfport  me?  let  not  fulneffe 
Of  my  poore  buried  hopes,  Come  up  together. 

And  over-charge  my  fpirits ; I am  weak. 

Some  fay  (how  ever  ill)  the  Sea  and  Women 
Arc  govern’d  by  the  Moon,  both  ebbe  and  flow. 

Both  full  of  changes  : yet  to  them  that  know, 

And  truly  judge,  theie  but  opinions  are. 

And  hcrelies  to  bring  on  pleafing  warf# 
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Between  our  tempers,  that  without  thefc  were 
Both  void  of  after-love,  and  prefent  feare. 

Which  are  the  bed  of  Cupid.  O thou  childe  L 
Bred  from  defpaire,  I dare  not  entertain  thee. 

Having  a love  without  the  faults  of  women. 

And  greater  in  her  perfed  goods  then  men  : 

Which  to  make  good,  and  pleafe  my  felfe  the  ftronger, 

Though  certainly  I am  certain  of  her  love, 

I’le  try  her,  that  the  world  and  memory 
May  ling  to  after  times  her  conflancie. 

Luce , Luce$ wake.  Luce,  Why  do  you  fright  me  friend. 

With  thofe  diftempered  looks?  what  makes  your  fword 
Drawn  in  your  hand  ? who  hath  offended  you  ? 

I prethee  Iafper  flecp,  thou  art  wilde  with  watching, 

/a/p.  Come  make  your  way  to  Heaven, andbid  the  World 
(With  all  the  villanies  that  flick  upon  it) 

Farewell-  you’re  for  another  life?  Luce.  Oh  / after  ! 

How  have  my  tender  yeers  committed  evill, 

(Efpecially  againft  the  man!  love) 

Thus  to  becropt  untimely  ? Jafp.  Fcolifhgirle, 

Canft  thou  i-magine  I could  love  his  daughter^ 

That  flung  me  from  my  fortune  into,  nothing  ? 

Difcharged  me  his  fervice,  fhut  the  doores 
Upon  my  poverty, and  fcorn’d  my  prayers, 

Sending  me, like  a boat  without  a mail, 

Tofink  orfwim?  Come,  by  this  hand  you  die, 

I muft  have  life  and  bloud  to  fatisfie 
Your  fathers  wrongs. 

Wife.  Away  George , away  , raife  the  W-atch  at  Ludgate , and 
bring  a Mittimus  from  the  Juftice  for  this  defperate  Villaine. 
Now  I charge  you  Gentlemen,  fee  the  Kings  peace  kept,  Omy 
heart  what  a varlet’s  this,  to  offer  man-flaughter  upon  the  harm- 
lefle  Gentlewoman? 

Cit.  I warrant  thee  (fweet  heart)  wce’l  have  him  hampered. 
Luce.  Oh  fa/per  ! be  not  cruell , 
ifthou  wilt  kill  me,  fmile,  and  do  it  quickly. 

And  let  not  many  deaths  appeare  before  me. 
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1 am  a woman  made  of  feare  and  love, 

A weake,  weake  woman,  kill  not  wiuh  thy  eyes. 

They  Ihoote  me  through  and  through.  Strike  I am  ready. 

And  dying  ftill  Hove  thee. 

Enter  CMerchant  y Humphrey  and  his  men. 

Merch.  Whereabouts? 

Iafp.  No  more  of  this,  now  to  my  felfe  again. 

Hum,  There,  there  he  (lands  with  fword  like  martiall  Knight 
Drawn  in  his  hand>therefore  beware  the  fight 
You  that  are  wife  : for  were  I good  fir  Bevis, 

2 would  not  ftay  his  comming,  by  your  leaves. 

Merc.  Sirrah,  reftore  my  daughter.  Iafp,  Sirrah, no. 

. UUercb,  Upon  him  then. 

Wife.  So,  down  with  him,  down  With  him,down  with  him: 
cut  him  i’the  leg  boyes,  cut  him  i’th’leg. 

Merc,  Come  your  wayes  Minion, Fie  provide  a Cage  for  you, 
you’  re  grown  fo  tame.  Horfe  her  away. 

Hum.  T ruly  I ’me  glad  your  forces  have  the  day.  Exeunt. 
IafpiXbsy  are  gone,and  I am  hurtjtny  Love  is  loft,  manet 
Never  to  get  again.  Oh  me  unhappy  l tapper . 

Bleed,bleed,and  die,  I cannot : Oh  my  folly  ! 

Thou  haft  betraid  me,  Hope  where  art  thou  fled  '? 

Tell  me  if  thou  be’ft  any  where  remayning. 

Shall  I but  fee  my  love  again  ? Oh  no  I 
She  will  not  daine  to  look  upon  her  Butcher, 

Nor  is  it  fit  fhe  fhould  j yet  I muft  venter. 

Oh  chance, or  fortune,  or  what  ere  thou  art 
That  men  adore  for  powerfull,  heare  my  cry. 

And  let  me  loving  live;  or  lofing  d ie.  Exit , 

Wife,  Is  a gone  George  t 
Cit.  I conny. 

Wife.  Marry  and  let  him  go  (fweet  heart )by  the  faith  a my  bo- 
dy a has  put  me  into fuch  a fright,  that  I tremble  fas  they  fey)  as 
’twere  an  Alpine  leafe : laoke  a my  little  finger  §eorge , how  it 
(hakessnow  intruth  every  member  of  my  body  is  the  worfe  fort. 
Cit.  Come,  hug  in  mine  armes  fweet  Moufe  , hee  (hall  not 

F 2 fright 
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bright  thee  any  more : at«s  mine  own  dear  heart, how  it  quivers. 

Enter  Miflris  Merry -thought,  R afc^AdichaefSemire, 
Erearfe,  HcFl^and aTapfier, 

Wife,  o Raft,  how  doft  thou  Rafe  ? haw  haft  thou  flept  to 
night  ? has  the  Knight  us'd  thee  well  ? 

Cit.  Peace  Nel,  let  Rafe  alone. 

Tap  ft.  Mafter,  the  reckoning  is  not  paid. 

Rafe,  Right  courteous  Knight,  who  for  the  orders  fake 
Which  thou  haft  tane,  hang’ft  out  the  holy  Eel 'l, 

As  I this  flaming  Peftlebeare  about, 

We  render  thanks  to  your  puiffantfelfe, 

Your  beauteous  Lady, and  your  gentle  Squires, 

Forthus  refrefhingof  our  weaned  limbs, 

Stifned  with  hard  atchievements  in  wild  Defart. 

T apft.  Sir,  there  is  twelve  (hillings  to  pay. 

Rafe.  Thou  merry  Squire  Tap  ft  ere,  thanks  to  thee,' 

For  comforting  our  foules  with  double  Jug, 

And  ifadventrous  Fortune  prick  thee  forth, 

Thou  joviall  Squire,  to  follow  feats  of  Arms, 

Take  heed  thou  tender  every  Ladies  caule. 

Every  true  Knightjand  every  Damlell  faire 
But  fpill  the  blond  of  treacherous  Saraz.em, 

And  falfe  inchanters,  that  with  Magick  fpek, . 

Have  done  to  death  full  many  a noble  Knight. 

Hoft.  Thou  valiant  Knight  of  fat  burning  PeJHe^  give  care  to. 
me,  there  is  twelve  {hillings  to  pay,  and  as  I ama  true  Knight,! 
will  not  bate  a penny. 

Wife.  George , I prethee  tell  mee,  muft  R^pay  twelve  {hil- 
lings now  ? 

Cit.  No  AW , no , nothip.g  but  the  old  Knight  is  merry  with 

Rafe. 

Wife.  O is’t  nothing  elfe?  Rafe  will  be  as  merry  as  he. 

Rafe.  Sir  Knight,  this  mirth  of  yours  becomes  you  well, 

But  to  requite  this  liberall  courtefie,  . 

If  any  of  your  Squires  \yill  follow  Arms, 

He  fhall  recivc  from  my  Hcroickhand 
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A Knighthood,  by  the  v ertue  of  this  Peftle. 

Hofi.  Faire  Knight,  I thank  you  for  your  noble  offer, 

Therefore  gentle  Knight, 

Twelve  (hillings  you  muft  pay,  or  I muft  cap  you. 

Wife . Look  George , did  not  I tell  thee  as  much , the  Knight  of 
the  Belli s in  earneft,  Rafe  fhall  not  be  beholding  to  him , give 
him  his  mony  George , and  let  him  go  (nick  up. 

Cit, Cap  %afe?  no, hold  your  hand  fir  Knight  of  the  Bell, there’s 
your  mony, have  you  any  thing  to  fay  to  Rafe  now?  cap  Rafe  ? 

Wife.  I would  you  fhould  know  it,  R .afe  has  friends  that  will 
not  buffer  him  to  be  capt  for  ten  times  fo  much , and  ten  timesto 
the  end  of  that,  now  take  thy  courfe  K fe . 

M.mer.  Come  Michael , thou  and  I will  gee  home  to  thy  h- 
. father, he  hath  enough  left  to  keepus  a day  or  two,  and  wee’i  let 
fellows  abroad  to  cry  our  Purfc  and  Casket : Shall  we  Michael  ? 

Mich.  I,  I pray  mother,intru:h  my  feet  are  full  of  chil-blaines 
with  travelling.. 

Wife.  Faith  and  thole chilblaines  area  fouie  trouble  ; Miftris 
cJMerry -thought  when  your  youth  comes  home , let  him  rub  all 
the  foies  of  his  feet,and  his  heels, and  his  ankles,  with  a Moufe- 
skin  ; or  if  none  of  your  can  catch  a Moufe,  when  he  goes  to  bed, 
let  him  rowle  his  feet  in  the  warms  embers  , and  I warrant  you 
he. fhall  be  well, and  you  may  make  him  put  his  fingers  between 
his  toes,  and  fmell  to  them  , it’s  very  foveraigne  for  his  head,  if 
hebecoftive. 

c JMift.  mer.  Mailer  Knight  of  the  burning  Peftle, my  fonne  Mi- 
chael, and  I bid  you  farewell,  I thanke  your  Worfhip  hartily  for 
yourkindneffe. 

Rafe.  Fare-well  faire  Ladia,and  your  tender  Squire, 
Jfpricking  through  thefe  Defarts,  1 doe  heare 
Of  any  tralterous  Knight  who  through  his  guile. 

Hath  light  upon  your  Casket  and  your  Purfe, 

I will  defpoile  him  of  them  and  reftore  them, 

Mifi.  mer.  J thank  your  Worfhip.  Exit  with  Michael » 

Rafe.  Dwarfe  beare  my  fhield,  Squire  elevate  my  lance. 

And  now  farewell  you  Knight  of  holy  Bell. 

Cit.  I,  I Rafe,  all  is  paid. 
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Rafe.  Bnt  yet  before  I go,  (peak  worthy  Knight, 

If  ought  y ou  d o of  fad  adventures  know. 

Where  errant  Knights  may  through  his  prowe(fe  winne 
Etc  mail  fame,  and  free  fome  gentle  fouls, 

From  end  lefle  bounds  of  fteel  and  lingring pain. 

Hofl.  Sirrah  go  to  Nick  the  "Barber  bid  him  prepare  him* 

felf,  as  1 told  you  before  quickly. 

Tap.  I am  gone  (ir.  Exit  Tapjrer. 

Ho  ft.  Sir  Knight,  this  Wilderneffe  afford  eth  none 
But  the  great  venture,  where  full  many  a Knight 
Hath  tride  his  prowe(fe,  and  come  off  with  fhame. 

And  where  I would  not  have  you  lofe  your  life, 

Againft  no  man,  but  furious  fiend  of  Hell. 

Rafe.  Speak  on  Sir  Knight,  tell  what  he  is,and  where: 

For  here  I vow  upon  my  blazing  badge. 

Never  to  blaze  a day  in  quietneffe  j 
But  bread  and  water  will  I onely  eat, 

And  the  green  herb  and  rock  fhallbcmy  couch 
Till  1 have  queld  that  man,  or  bead,  or  fiend. 

That  works  fuch  damage  to  all  Errant  Knights. 

Hofi . Not  far  from  hence,  neer  a craggy  cliffe 
At  the  North  end  of  this  diftreffed  Town, 

There  doth  (land  a lowly  houfe 
Ruggedly  build cd,  and  in  it  a Cave 
In  which  an  ugly  Giant  now  doth  won, 

Ycleped  Barbarofo  : in  his  hand 
He  (Lakes  a naked  Lance  of  pureft  fteelc, 

Withfleeves  turn’d  upland  him  before  he  weares, 

A motly  garment  to  preferve  his  clothes 
Frombloud  ofthofe  Knights  which  he  maffacress 
And  Ladies  Gentle:  without  his  doore  doth  hang 
A copper  bafon,on  a prickantSpeare; 

At  which,  no  fooner  gentle  Knights  can  knock. 

But  the  fhrill  found,  fierce  Barbarofo  heares. 

And  rufhing  forth,  brings  in  the  Errant  Kaight, 

And  fets  him  down  inan  inchantcd  chaire  : 

Then  with  an  Engine,  which  he  hath  prepar’d 
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With  forty  teeth,  he  claws  his  courtly  crown, 

Next  makes  him  wink,  and  underneath  his  chin, 

He  plants  a brazen  piece  of  mighty  board, 

And  knocks  bis  bullets  round  about  his  cheeks, 

Whilft.with  his  fingers,  and  an  inftrument 
With  which  he  fnaps  his  haire  off,  he  doth  fill 
The  wretches  eares  with  a molt  hideous  noyfe. 

Thus  every  Knight  Adventurer  he  doth  trim. 

And  now  no  creature  dares  encounter  him. 

Rafe . In  Gods  Name,  I will  fight  with  him,  kinde  fir. 

Go  but  before  me  to  this  d ifmall  Cave 
Where  this  huge  Giant  Barbarofo  dwels. 

And  by  that  vertue  that  brave  Rofcleere , 

That  damned  brood  of  ugly  Giants  flue. 

And  Palmer  in  Frannarco  overthrew : 

I doubt  not  but  to  curbe  this  Traitour  foule, 

And  to  the  Devill  lend  his  guilty  loule. 

Hoft . Brave  Iprighted  Knight,  thus  far  I will  performs 
This  your  requeft,  Tie  bring  you  within  fight 
Of  this  moft  lothfome  place,  inhabited 
By  a more  lothfome  man : but  dare  not  ftay. 

Tor  his  raayn  force  fwoops  all  he  fees  away. 

Rafe.  Saint  George  let  on  before,march  Squire  & Pag z.Exeunt. 
Wife.  George ,doft  think  Rafe  will  confound  the  Giant  ? 

Cit.  I hold  my  cap  to  a farthing  he  does  2 why  Nel , I la w 
him  wraftlc  with  the  great  Dutchman,and  hurle  him. 

tvifef  aith'and  that  Dutchman  was  a goodly  man,ifall  things 
were  anfwerable  to  his  bignefle  : and  yet  they  fey  there  was  a 
Scottifhman  higher  then  he, and  that  they  two  and  a Knight  met, 
and  few  one  another  for  nothing  : but  of  all  the  fight  s-that  ever 
were  in  Londony  fince  I was  married,  methinks,  the  little  childe 
that  was  fofairegrowne  about  the  members  , was  the  prettieft, 
that  and  the  Hermaphrodite. 

Cit.  Nay,  by  your  leave  Nel,  Ninivie  was  better. 

Wife.  Ninivie , Q that  was  the  ftory  of  lone  and  the  wall,  was 
it  not  George  ? 

Cit , Yes  Lam.  Enter  Mifiri*  UMerry-thought. 

Wife. 
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-■Wife.  Look  George^  here  comes  Miftris  Merry-thought  gaain, 
and'  l would  have  Raft  come  and  tight  with  the  Giant., I tell  you 
true,  1 long  to  fee’t. 

(fit.  Good  Miftris  Merri-thought  be  gone , I pray  you  for  my 
fake,  I pray  you  forbeare  a littk,you  inall  have audience  p relent- 
ly,  I have  a little  bufinelfe. 

wife.  Miftris  Merry-thought  if  it  pleafe  you  to  refraine 
your  paftion  a little,  till  Rafe  have  difpatcht  the  Giant  out  of  the 
way,  we  fhall  think  our  felves  much  bound  to  thank  you:I  thank 
you  good  Miftris  Alerry-thought.  Exit  Mift.  Merry-thought . 

Enter  a Hoy. 

Cit.  Boy,  come  hither,  fend  away  Rafe  and  this  whore-fbnne 
Giant  quickly. 

Boy.  In  good  faith  fir  we  cannot,you’le  utterly  fpoile  our  Play, 
and  make  it  to  be  hift,  and  it  coft  mony,  you  will  notfuffer  us  to 
go  on  with  our  plots,  I pray  Gentlemen  rule  him. 

Cit.  Let  him  come  now  and  difpatch  this  , and  Fie  trouble 
you  no  more. 

'Boy.  W ill  you  give  me  your  hand  of  that  ? 
wfe.  Give  him  thy  hand  George^  do, and  Lie  kifie  him,I  war- 
rant thee  the  youth  means  plainly. 

Boy.  He  fend  him  to  you  prefently.  Exit  Boy, 

Wife . I thanke  you  little  youth , feththe  childehath  a fweete 
breath  George , but  1 think  it  be  troubled  with  the  Worms,CV*r- 
duus  Bencdittm  and  Mares  milke  were  the  onely  thing  in  the 
world  for’ti  O R rife’s  here  Cjeorge ; God  fend  thee  good  lucke 
Rrfe.  * 

Enter  Rafe , Ho  ft, S quire  ^nd  Drvarfe. 

Hof.  Puiflant  Knight  yonderhis  Manfion'is, 

Lo, where  the  Spearc  and  Copper  Bafbn  are. 

Behold  theftring  on  which  hangs  many  a tooth. 

Drawn  from  the  gentle  jaw  of  wand  ring  Knights, 

I dare  not  (lay  to  found,  he  will  appeare.  Sxit.Hofi. 

Rafe.  O faint  not  heart,  Stefan  my  Ladie  deare : 

The  Goblets  Maid  in  Milkftreet,  for  whofe  fake, 

1 take  tbefe  Arms,  O let  the  thought  of  thee. 

Carry  thy  Knightthrough  all  the  adventerous  deeds. 

And 
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Andinthe  honouit'ofthy  beauteous  felfe,  ' -I 

May  I deftroy  this  s _ arm  Tr  a ,ru  V -■ 

. Knock  Squire  upon  thc'fittfcti' t&lfitteeaike  .do^tw  tliv  Exter, 
With  the  fhrill  ftrokes,  tyfrih, 

wife.  O Gjeorgc,  the  Giant, the  Giant,  now  R \afe  for  thy  life, 
Barbarc\Nhat  fond  unknowing  wight  is  this,  that  dares. 

So  rudely  knockat  Bdr6ar4£ato{jill9  a:  t a:.r  .>  t m /! 
Where  no  maricomes,  totleaverAis  flepceii>4WlidO?>  ^ ! ’ 
Rafe.  I,  trayterous  Cattiffei  who’antfent  by  fate 
To  punifhall  the  fad  enormities  - 

Thou  hart  committed  againft  tiadies ■gentle, 

And  Rrrant Knights, Traytort©  God  addfnen:;-  1 ; ♦ 

Prepare  thy  lelf,  this  is#i«difrttal4  hoBre  *c  - \u;  in  . - id 

Appointed  forthee,togiveftridlaecoufit 
Of  all  thy  beaftly  treacherous  villanies.;  - - " ' 

Bar,  Fool-hardy  Knight ,fiill  foon  thou  flhaliaby 
This  fondarproach,  thy  body  will-T  bang; * ‘ Hee  takes diUvne 
And  lpe upon  tftatftring  thy  teeth  ibatifeaiig^  1 -j}-' y.  his p ole. 

Prepare  thy  felf,  for  dead: Toon  foialttliou  be.  "■>*  • 1 
Rafe.  Saint  George  for  me.  They  fight, 

Barba,  Gargantua  for  me. 

wife.  To  him  Rafe,  to  hiin,hold  up  tbeGiant,  fet  out  thy  legge 
before  Rafe,  *:br  od;  lo^nulni  iomr-.;?*  . ^ - 

Cit.  FalfifieablowR^,  ftiMe  a blew* the  Giant  lib$  open 
on  the  left  fide.  n :-  r - . -i  :;  ' 

wife  Beare’toff,  beare’fbSTftill ; there  boy , O Rafe's  almoft 
down,  almoft  doWft.  *;*««> * va  "\,Lf  1 ‘ 

Rafe.  Sufan  infpirs  me^nowhaVetip^ain. 
wife.  Up,  up,  up,  up,  ijpjfo  Rffie^  doWn  \tfith  him,  down  with 
him  Rafe.  ■ a ;r‘  - 

Cit,  Fetch  him  over  thehip  boy.  r r 
Wife,  There, boy,  killjkUljftill,kil4kill,  Rafe. 

..  Cit,  No  Rafe,  get  all  out  of  him  firft. 

Rafe,  Pre&mptudusdhaft  jfce  to  what  cfofperatc  ehd 
Thytreaehery  hath  brought  thee,  the  juft  God's, 

Who  never  prolper  thofe  thatdo  defoife  them, 

For  all  the  vijianies  which  thou  haft  done 
t&  G 
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•»  ^&Kpight  efthe^ burning-  Pejile. 

To  Knights  and  Ladies,  ;tfow  have  paid  tbd&ho  me 
By  my  ft  iff;  armc,  a Knighted  ventmrouiLxrii  ?nh  y>  i;:. ; >>: 

Btttfly  vile  wretch,  befOTClrf^drtfaytfohb':  or  . v\  np<  ;isbp}/ 
TbiM  Aver  mu,  iCmd&gcv to  t23'!o" H i. hrf»  '• 

hac  $o«  in  thy  labfe  cave. , - . *' ; 

Bdrba,y  Gftin  artd  4 ree  t’hem  a il^thou  itallthe  day. 

R afe.  Go  Squire  and  Dw4c£^a:^b<ii«thi$  djeadMl-cavef. 
And  free  thet^StS^edd^ifeofersffjfomrthcir  bonds,.  . • i V 

sj&i  vd  ' ;■  ?n 

Barb.  I crave  for  mercy,  as  thou  art  a-  Knight,  [-  ' ;[  , 

And  fcornft  to  (pill  thebloui  of  thole  that  beg. 

Safe*  Thou  lhowi&  {hiltthpn  have  any,}  ;■  <•'. 

Prepare  thy  felfe,  for  thQU(ih4%fHfdlyi#?{  , ^' ? : n : n - f 

Enter  Squire  leading  tfiQ&j#k&g%¥ritk'* B Jfofi  mder  his  chini 
Squire.  Behold  brave. Knight  hereisone  prifoner. 

Whom  this  v^ildb#aP  h^h  ufed  as  you  fee* 

Wifi,  Tbi&k the  wi^^prd ill fee^rithc  Squire  fpeak; 
^®&^pcak  whaX4h^;d#fand,hpyy  tliftWiafehtmusThi 
Tltatlmay  givehim  cgniidgn^bniihitnentV  .lid  ' *o:r 
Kni.  1 am  a Knight  that  took  mjtijourney  poll: 

Northward  from  London , and  in  courteous  wifes 
-This  id  o)  t .>%  m d c T '\v 

tJfider  pretence  or  killing  of  the  itch,  , ' b*.  v : 

.And  all  my  body  with ^ppyyd^tftfew'dp  v „• 

That  linarts  and  ftings,  and  cut  away  my  beard,  , , 

And  my  curl’d  locks  wl^rein  ^rer?,  Ribands  t^’de, 

And  wi  h a water  wafht  my  tender  eypfix.’o  {urn  1 ; t'i nJI  t\.v;o 
Whilft  up  and  down  abqut  mpd&f^hfcskiprp  : jit,  p fi 

Wliofe^yertnelsi  eyes  b§_w|p’t-f f qr  > / . ! 

With  a dry  cloth, for  this  my  foule  dilgrace, 
Ilhallnotdaretolookadog  i’th’face. ; : . i 

Wife.  Alas  poerc :Knighr„ i tciieys  Rafe , relfcvcpoorc 
Knights  whilft  yoh  live.  j}-j  a :»!  ; . 

Rafe.  My  trufty.  Squire  convey  him  to  the;  Town, 

Where  he  may  node  reliefe,  adieu  feire  Knight,  Exit  Knight 
Enter  Dwarf e leading  one  frith  a patch  o' re  hit  Nofe,  ' ' 

■Dwar.  Pniffant  Knight  of  the^p»/>^;Pp/?/frhight, 


See 


Sec  here  another  wretch,  whoth, this  foule  bead  - >. 

Hath  fcorcht  and  (cor’d  in  this  inhumane  wife. 

Rafe.  Speak  methy  mmcyarid  Cke  thyplace :df  birth,: 

And  what nath-feeen  thy uf^oiri  this  Care,  ; 

2.  Knight,  I am  a Knight,  ^'xtEd'i^hoUismy  nJUnd, 

And  by  my  birth  l am  a Londoner, 

Free  by  my  Coppy,  but  my  Anceftors 
WereFre»^wp«  alli  aiidHdihghatHsthisway,  '*•  " 

Upona  trotting  horfe  my  bbnes'di^ke^r;Ai , , 

And  I faint  Knight  to  Cafe  rdf  we^tylimbes, 1 
Light  at  this  Cave,  when  ftraight  this  furious  fiend? 

W ith  (harped  indrument  of  pured  fteele, 

Did  cutthegriftlebf  my  Nofeaway,  ^ . -jv  • ; . 

And  in  the  place  this  vClvetpi^yf^  dands/  - ^ r v ' jf  „ / 1 
Relieve  me  gentle  Knight  out  d^  hfshandsi.ir  / ' " ; 

Wife.  Good  Rafe  relieve  fir  Bbchfole,  and  fend  him  away,  for 
in  truth  his  breath  dinks. 

Rafe.  Convey  him  draight  after  the  other  Knight  if.1 : 

Sir  Pockhole  fere  you  Wcll!.:i  eu.Msm  ae-n  iuc ; i.  •; 

3.  Knight.  Kindefifjgciodnig’ht;j,'!ri -;c  hn-:  l;l fu  Exit* 
Crfesmthm 

Man.  Deliver  us.  -Worn ah.  ' Deliver  tts* "• 


wife.  Harke  G eorge,  what  a wdftfil  cry  there  js* 1 tbinkefomc 
woman  lyes  in  there.  <d/W^n‘Bfelivc^us;  :i  3‘  ; ; : 

Woman’  Deliver  as;  * ,■  3E^«3va«i4nomcwi2 
Rafe.  What  gaflly  noyfeis  thisr£  (peak  'Barbarofe 
Or  by  this  blazing  fteele  thy  head;  goes  off. 

Barb.  Prifoners  of  mine,  whbm  I in  diet  keepi  1 
Send  lower  downintbthb^\^^  fli'  l-  : , " vr'1 

And  in  a Tub  that’s  heated  fmbakrnghbf,  i1  ;3i‘  f\  f 
There  may  thepfinde  them  and  deliver  them. 

Rafe.  Run  Squire  and  D warfe>deiivCr  them  with  ipecd. 


i ; ' - v 

T*  mo  A 


Exefty  tyXi?*m4Mdrfc  p. ° ‘ 

wife.  Eut  will  not  -Style  kill't  H is  Giaht,  fur  ely  t aria  afeaf  d if  he  r 
let  him  go  he  will  do  as  much  hurt,  as- ever  he  did. 

Citizen.  Not  fb  Moufe  neither,  if  he  could  convert  him. 


G 2 


Wife* 


Wifi.  I ^i>^bu6  a.Gyant  is.not  fo 

foone  converted  as  one ioi^oidit^rypectpl?.  Thc«£s  a- pretty 
Tale  of  a t^|^vt^s^ayk^-|^pue.  hccjOod- 

us,  that  hacf 

j5r$,didft  hc^ce it' r rm.'t  G {\*W 

' *'  ' • "■>  A ^r»  £.  ..  . .I*.,*,'  . , ,T  ...  * . 

JEnter  S quite  leading  a m^^tb,a^glfij[e-of\Lotiinin  his  hand 3 
and  the  ‘Dw  Wffi teffi'kdL WMXlMtk &>#»'•  ■ ■■■  \ :. ;:  V 

£*'•  Peace  2W//,  heEe^^raejSt^qp^n^r^j  jrbjn; r 7 A 

-Diw.  Hctctbc^l^gifi^'meiXMSi  ma^fallK'night*- 
That  for  this  fixe  week%havcno^ftenca-wightv  :;  ' 

Rapb.  Deliver  what  you  aragftd  hp$v  you  sg  xh  no  bid 
To  this  fad  cave, and  1 ' | : 

AAw.  I am  an  errant  ^jgjatthat  &U#wed>AfP^r  j Til  • A I - ; j 
With^ea,reaadi(hield,andinniyt^ndefyeares. 

I ftricken  was  with  Cupids  fiery  lhaft,  : 

And  fell  in  laye.wiffidflis  my  Lady  : ' • - > .v 

And  ftolc  her  from  her  friends  in  Turnejbaijtftf^e^  A 't  T-  > 

A nd  bpre  her  up  and  downe  frpm>TJ9ivy^^  7. 

Whcre  we  did  eate  and  drinks  a od  Mtjfick  heare ; 

Till  at  the  length, at  thisunhappy  Towne  . • vj  ’ - , , 

We : 7.  snrsK  >y 
This  beaft  us  caught ^pd^M^aTRb*  .oiedi m -M 
Where  we  this  two  months  fweat,and  fhotrid  haveddne  -, « 
Another  Month, ifyotthad  rTofcr^fifved  usj.-  , n ‘ 

Worn.  This  bread  and  wafier  h^feh^ur  dy«tbeeri«j.  ' hir  v ' • 

' Together  with  a *'&$>»  >rtir:;  :.o  ntn  (I  .*V-s/f, 

Of  burned  Mattorl;  hard  hath  nv/o':  mwol  fa  ? 

Releafe  us  from  this  ugly  Gyantsfijaf^  ><5*3- /?wIt  i7  ,7  r . 


Man.  This  hath  beenhalfe  tfif  food  wehavb  receiv’d  „ 


*7V 


But  onely  t wic^  a d.W  fc 


He  gave  a Ipuhfiill  ofnishearty  broth  TuHs  out  a fringe. 

To  eachofus,throu^t|iis(^^  tjsnder  qut&A 

^aRfipall  Mpaftef lypitdhall  gdij mil  v ■ ’ ' 
Thatufeth  Rnigfitsdud  g^tle:t^jfSifov:  r v ;f  og  ; f • 

Convey  ;;  j l \:^iunmanMd<mmi». 


‘I tit  Knight  of  the  burning  Pejite. 

Cit.  Cunny,  I can  tell  thee  the  Gentlemen  like  Rtfe. 

_ * wife.  I George,  I fee  it  well  enough.  Gentlemen  I thank  you 
all  heartily  for  gracing  my  man  R aph ; and  I pfomife  you,  yea 
ftalltfeeihimeftner. 

' -Bari  •Mei,fij?<glr«afcKnight, -Iidoe retelnt fiiyilV 1 ‘ ' 

And  henceforth  never  gentle  blood  will  fpill. 

^.apb.i  1 givetheC  mercy ,but  yet  thou  lhak  fwealre 
Upon  my  Burning  Peflle  toperformc 
Thy  promife  utter’d.  , 

Bar.  I fweare and  kilTc*  .'•<  ’ ■ 

R aph.  Depart  then  and  amend. 

Come  Squire  and  Dvvarfe,the  Sun  growes  towards  bis  fet. 

And  we  have  many  more  adventures  yet.  Exeunt;, 

.,.qiet..Jt$wqiSi0pkis  in  this  humour,!  know  he  would  ha  beatep 
all  the  Boyes  inthcholifevtfthey  had  bcene  let  on  him. 

wife.  1 Georgefhut  it  is  well  as  it  is  : I warrant  you  the  gentle- 
men doe  conlidcr  what  it  is.to  overthrow  a Gyant  : but  looke 
Georgf  jhite.cdtn.es  Miftris  Merry-thought  and  her  fon  Michaely 
B^yp^jWd<!kwld)iA»Miftm  now  , 

done  you  may  goe  on.  ■ ; ■ ! lr  r:|  - ; ? , . 

- " 'T- Enter  UVtiflrk  Merry-thought  and  MivhUef. 

tcfytifii  iMer.  .Mkkvtay  boy? 

Jj^cfelrTsforibothc^theftr  : 

A^tMerii Bcmdrry’jA'^.  We  are  at  home  hotv : where.  f‘ 
warrant  you,  youlhall  ttndffthe  hoUfe  flang  out  of  the  windows: 
Harke,hey  dogges,  hey,  this  is  the  old  world  y ’faith  with  my 
Husbanjd-. ; . I get  in  among  them,  lie  play  them  fucha  Ieflph*. 
that  they  (hall  have  little  lift  to  come  fcraping  hither  i*r 
gaine. : W%  ? Husband^  Ghtirles  Mer- 

ry-thought. 

Old  Mer.  within-  Ifyou  Will  fing,  and  dance,  and  laugh,  and 
hollow,and  laugh . againe,afld  then  cry  there  boyes  there ; why 
then,  , ;1:-r  V : 

• O^twev'-Anee^iaWi- foure,  ; 

We  fball  be  mefoy  within  this  houre*  ^ 

Mifi.  Mer.  Why  Chktfltf, doe  yotrnot  know  your  owne  na- 
. ;t  G 3 tuiall 
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turali  wife  ? I fay  open  the  doore,  and  turn  me  outthofc  mangie 
companions ; ’tis  more  then  time  that  they  were  fellow  like  with 
you:  you  arc  a Gentleman  Charles,  and  an  old  man,  and  father  of 
two  children ; and  l my  felfe  ( though  I fay  it)  by  my  mothers 
fide,  Niece  to  a \yorfhipfull  Gentleman,  and  a Condu&or.,  hec 
has beenethrec times  in  his  Ma  jellies  fervice  at  Chester,  and  is 
now  the  fourth  time , God  blcffc  him  > and  his  charge  upon  his 
journey.  : . : ; ' 

Old  Mer.  Go  from  my  window,  love  go : -J 

(fo  from  my  window  my  deer e. 

The  winde.  and  the  ram  will  drive  you  back,*gaint 
You  cannot  be  lodged  heere. 

Hark  youMiftris  CMerri-thought,  you  that  walkeupon  Adven- 
tures, and  forfike  your  husband  , becaufe  hee  fings  with  nearer  a 
penny  in  his  purfe ; what  (hall  I think  my  feifethe  worfe  ? Faith 
no.  fie  be  merry. 

Y ou  come  not  heer, here's  none  but  Lads  of  mettle , lives  of  a 
hundred  yeers,and  upwards, -care  never  drunk  their  blouds*  nor 
want  made  them  warble.  ' ' 

Hey-ho,  my  heart  is  heavy. 

Mifi.  mer . W hy  M.  Uklerrithought , what  am  I that  you  fhould 
laugh  me  to  fcorn  thus  abruptly  f am  I not  your  fellow-feeler  (as 
we  may  fay)  in  all  our  miferies  ? your  comforter  in  health  and 
ftckncfle  ? have  I not  brought  you  Children  ? are  they  not  like 
you  Charles  ? look  upon  thine  own  Image, hard-harted  manjand 
yet  for  all  this 

Old  mer.  within . Bcgon,  begon  my  juggy,tny  puggy,bcgon  my 
love  my  deere.  , . 

The  weather  is  warm, 'twill  do  thee  no  harnr,thou  canft  not  be 
lodged  heere. 

Be  merry  boyes,  fome  light  muficke,  and  more  wine. 

Wife.  He’s  not  in  earned,  I hope  George,  is  he? 

Cit.  What  if  lie  be,  fweet  fyeart  ? "■’> 

wife.  Marry  if  he  be  George , Tie  make  bold  to  tell  him  bees 
an  ingrant  old  man,  to  ufe  his  bed-fellow  fo  leurvily.  t 
C it „ What  how  does  he  ule  her  Hony  > 

Wife. 
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wife.  Mary  come  up  fir  fauce-boxe,  I thinke  you’l  take  his  part^ 
will  you  not  ? Lord  how  hot  are  you  grown-.youare  a fine  man 
an  you  had  a fine  Dog,  it  becomes  you  fiveetly. 

Ctt-  Nay , pretnee  Nell  chide  not : for  as  i am  an  honed  man, 
anda  true  Chridian  Grocer,  I do  not  like  his  doings. 

Wife . I cry  you  mercy  then  George, you  know  we  are  all  fraile, 
and  full  of ‘infirmities.  Dee  h'eare  Matter  c JVterri-tbpugbt , may 
I crave  a Word-  with  you 

Oldmer.veithiH.  Strike  up  lively  Lads. 

Wife.  1 had  not  thought  in  truth,  Mader  At  err  i-t  bought,  that  a 
man  of  your  age  and  diferetion  (as  I may  fay)  being  a Gentle- 
man,and  therefore  known  by  your  gentle  cond  itions, could  have 
ufed  fo  little  refpect  to  the  weaknefle  of  his  wife : for  your  wife  is 
your  own  fleth,  the  daffe  of  your  age  , your  yoke-fellow  , with 
whofe  helpyou  draw  through  the  my  re  of  this  tranfitory  world; 
Nay,  fhe’s  your  own  rib.  And  again — — - 

OU  tner.  I cotoe  not  hither  for  thes  to  teach, 

I have  no  pulpit  for  thee  to  preach , 

I would  thou  hadd  kid  me  under  the  breech. 

As  thou  art  a Lady  gay. 

Wife.  Mary  with  a vengeance, 

I am  heartily  forry  for  the  poore  Gentlewoman  :but  if  I were  thy 
wife,i  faith  gray-beard, i’faith— 

Cit.  I prethee  fweet  Hony-fnckle,be  content. 

wifr.  Give  mee  iuch  words  that  am  a Gentlewoman  borne, 
hang  hi  in  hoary  Rafcall.  Get  mee  fbme  drinke  George , I am 
almod  iiiolten  with  fretting : now  belhrew  his  Knaves  heart 
for  it,1  - 

Old  **er,  Play  mee  a light  Lavalto : come , be  frolick,  fill  the 
-good  fellows  wine. 

Adi  ft,  mer,  Why  Mader  Af err  i-t  bought , are  you  difpofedto 
make  me  wait  here : you’l  open  I hope,  i’le  fetch  them  that  (hall 
open  elfe. 

Old  mer.  Good  woman,  if  you  willfing , I’le  give  you  fbme- 
thing,  if  not-——; 
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; ,SonS*  J , . 

Ton  <tre  no  love  for  ms  Margrct,  I am  no  love  for  you.  , 

Cotr.e  aloft  Boy es3aloft.  . , , ( i!  rh;  . , 

CMift.  mer,  Now  a Churks  fort  in  your  teeth  fir  :Gome  Mioke% 
weT  not  trouble, him, a (hal  not  ding  us  i’th’ teeth  with  hjs  bread* 
and  his  broth:  that  he  ihall  not;  comeboy^I'le  provide  for  thee, 
I warrantthee ; weeTgoto  Maftcr  Ventervods  the  Merchant,  Fie 
get  his  letter  to  mine  Hoft  of  the  Bell  in  Waltham , there  I’le 
place  thee  with  the  Tapfter;  will  not  that  do  well  for  thee  Mick? 
and  let  me  alone  for  that  old  Cuckold ly  Knave  your  father  , We 
ufe  him  in  his  kinde,  I, warrant  yee.  . j 

Wife,  Come  <yeorge,  vvhe, res  the  beere?  ■ . ; 

fit.  Here  Love. 

Wife.  This  old  fornicating  fellow  will  not  out  pf  my  minde 
yet ; Gentlemen,  Fie  begin  to  you  all,  and  I defire  more  ofyour 
acquaintance,  with  all  my  he#t»  Fill  the  Gentlemen  fome  bsere 
George.  ; 

IP  inti  Alim  tertii,  Muftck^ 

Adtus  quartus , Scoena  prima. 

' Boy  dan/ceth. 

Wife.  Look  Georgei  the  little  boy’s  come  again,  me  think$,hce 
looks  fo  tn  ©thing  like  the  Prince  of  Orange  in  his  long  Hocking, 
if  he  had  a little  ha  rnefle  about  his  neck.  Cf  eorge3  r will  have  him 
danc c Fading  $ Fading , is  a fine  Jig  I’le  affure  you  Gentlemembc- 
gin  brother,  now  a capers  fweet  heart,now  a turn  a th'toe , and 
then  tumble:cannot  you  tumble  youth  ? 

No  indeed  forfooth.  • 
wife.  Nor  eat  fire.?  • 'Boy. \ Neither*  - • 

wife,  why  then  I thank  you  heartily,  there’s  two  pence  to  buy 
you  points  withall. 

Enter  lafper  and  Boy. 

lafy.  There  boy,deliver  this : but  do  it  well.  Haft  thou  provi- 
4ed  me  foure  lufty  fellows  ? 
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Able  to  carry  me?  and  art  thou  perfect  ' 

In  all  thy  bufineffe  ? Boy,  Sir  you  need  not  feare, 

I have  ray  leflfon  here,  and  cannot  mifle  it : 

The  men  are  ready  for  you,  and  what  elfe 
Pertains  to  this  employment*  Jafp,  There  my  boy. 

Take  it,  but  buy  no  land.  Boy,  Faith  fir 5 1 were  rare 

To  fee  fo  young  a purchafer : I flic. 

And  on  my  wings  carry  your  deftiny.  Exit, 

Ltfp.  Go,  and  be  happy.  Now  my  lateft  hope 
Forfakc  me  not,  but  fling  thy  Anchor  out. 

And  let  it  hojki : ftand  fixt  thou  rolling  ft  one. 

Till  I enjoy  my  dcareft : heare  me  all 

Y ou  powers  that  rule  in  men  celeftiall.  Exit, 

Wife.  Go  thy  wayes , thou  art  as  crooked  a (prig  as  ever  grew 
in  London ; I warrant  him  hce’l  come  to  fome  naughty  end  or  o~ 
ther  : for  his  looks  lay  no  Idle : Befides,his  father  (you  know 
Cjeorge ) isnone  ofthebeft,  you  heard  him  take  mec  up  like  a 
Gill  flirt , and  fing  bawdy  Songs  upon  me : but  i’ faith  if  I live 
George- — 

Cit.  Let  me  alone  fwcet-hcart,I  have  a trick  in  my  head  ftiali 
lodge  him  in  the  Arches  for  one  yeare , and  make  him  fing  tec, 
caviy  ere  I leave  him,  and  yet  he  mail  never  know  who  hurt  him 
neither. 

Wife.  Do  my  good  George, do. 

Cit,  What  (hall  we  have  Rafe  do  now  boy  ? 

Boy.  You  ftull  have  what  you  will  fir. 

Cit.  Why  fofir,  go  and  fetch  me  him  then, and  let  the  Sophy 
of  Per  pa  come  and  chriftcn  him  a cbilde. 

Boy.  Believe  me  fir,  that  will  not  do  fo  well,  *tis  ftale,  it  has 
been  had  before  at  the  Red  Bull. 

Wife.  George , let  Rafe  travel!  over  great  hils , and  let  him  be 
weary,and  come  to  the  King  of  Cfacovias  houfe , covered  with 
velvet,  and  there  let  the  Kings  daughter  ftand  in  her  window 
all  in  Beaten  gold,  combing  her  golden  locks  with  a combe  of 
Ivory,  and  let  her  <py  Rafe}  and  fail  in  love  with  him,  and  come 
down  to  him,  and  carry  him  into  her  fathers  houfe,  and  then  let 
Rafe  talk  with  her. 

Cit. 
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Cit . Well  faid  AW, it  (hall  be  fo : boy  let’s  ha’t  done  quickly. 

Boy . Sir,  if  you . will  imagine  all  this  tobe  done  already.,  you 
fhall  heare  them  talke  together  : but  wee  cannot  prelent  a houfe 
covered  with  black  Velvet,  and  a Lady  in  beaten  gold. 

Cit.  Sir  Boy,  lets  ha’t  as  you  can  then. 

Boy.  BefidcSj  it  will  fhew  ill-favou redly  to  have  a Grocers 
Prentice  to  court  a Kings  daughter, 

Cit . Will  it  fofir  ? you  are  well  read  in  Hiftories : I pray  you 
what  was  fir  Dagonet  / was  not  hee  Prentice  to  a Grocer  in  Lon- 
don ? read  the  Play  of  th zFoure  Prentifes  of.  London , where  they 
tofle  their  Pikes  fo  :I  pray  you  feteh  him  in  fir,  fetch  him  in . 

Boy.  It  fhall  be  done,  it  is  not  our  fault  Gentlemen.  Exit. 

Wife.  Now  we  fhall  fee  fine  doings  I warrant  thee  George.  O 
here  they  come;  how  prettily  the  King  of  Qracovia's  daughter  is 
dreft. 

Enter  Rafe  and  thy  Lady.,  Septsire.  andD  warfe, 

Cit . .I  iVie/Z,  it  is  the  fafhion  of  that  Country,  I warrant  thee. 

Lady.  Welcome  fir  Knight  unto  my  fathers  Court. 

King  of  Moldavia,  unto  me  Pompiona 
His  daughter  deare  * but  fure  you  do  not  like 
Your  entertainment,  that  wiljftay  with  us. 

No  longer  but  a night.  Raph.  Damfell  right  faire, 

1’me  on  many  fad  adventures  bound , 

That  call  me  forth  into  the  W ildernefle  : 

Befides,  my  horfes  back  is  fomething  gal’d 
Which  will  enforce  me,  ride  a lober  pace. 

But-many  thanks'(faireLady).bcto  you. 

For  ufing.crrant  Knight  with  courtefie. 

Lady,  But  fay  (brave  Knight)  what  is  your  name  and  birth  ? 

Rafe.  My  name  is  Rafe,  I am  an  Engli (liman. 

As  true  as  ileele,  ahearty  Englifhman, 

And  Prenticc,to.a,Grpccr  in  the  Strand,  . 

By  deed  indent,  of  which  I have  one  part;  „ 

But  fortune  calling  me  to  follow  Arms,  j . 

On  me  this  holy  Order  I did  take. 

Of  burning  Peftiei  which  in  all  mens  eyes* 
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Ibeare,  confounding  Ladies  enemies. 

Lady,  oft  have  I heard  of  your  brave  Countrymen, 

And  fertile  foile,  and  ftore  of  wholefome  food  j 
My  father  oft  will  tell  me  of  a drink 
In  England  found}  and  Nipitato  cal'd. 

Which  drivethall  the  for  row  from  your  hearts. 

Rafe,  Lady  ’tis  true,  you  need  not  lay  your  lips 
To  better  Nipitato  then  there  is.' 

Lady.  And  of  a wild-fowle  he  will  often  fpcak. 

Which  poudred  beefand  muflrard  called  is : 

For  there  have  been  great  wars  ’twixtus  and  you. 

But  truly  Rafe  it  was  not  long  of  me. 

Tell  me  then  Rife  could  you  contented  be* 

To  weare  a Ladies  favour  in  your  (hield  ? 

R afe.  I am  a Knight  of  Religious  Order, 

And  will  not  weare  a favour  ofa  Ladies 
That  trulls  in  Antichrill,  and  falfc  traditions. 

Cit,  Wellfaid  Raft , converthcr if thoucanft. 

Rafe*  Betides,  I have  a Lady  of  my  own 
In  merry  England ; for  whole  vertuous  fake 
I took  thefe  Arms,  and  Sufm  is  her  name, 

A Coblers  maid  in  Milkftreet,  whom  I vow 
Ncrc  to  foriake,  whilft  life  and  Pcftle  laft. 

Lady,  Happy  that  Cobling  Dame,  who  ere  Ihebe 
That  for  her  ownc  (deare  Rafef\\  ath  gotten  thee. 

Unhappy  I,  that  ncre  fhall  fee  the  day 
To  fee  thee  more,  that  bear’ll  my  heart  away. 

Rafe.  Lady  farewell,  I needs  mull  take  my  leave. 

Lady.  Hard-hearted  Rafe,  that  Ladies  dolt  d cccivc. 

Cit.  Harke  thee  Rafe  , there’s  money  for  thee  • give 
fomething  in  the  King  of  Cracovia's  houfe,  be  not  beholding 
to  him. 

Rafe*  Lady  before  I goe,  I mull  remember 
Your  fathers  Officers,  who  truth  to  tell. 

Have  beene  about  me  very  diligent: 

Hold  up  thy  fnowyhand  thou  princely  maid. 

There’s  twelvepencc  for  your  fathers  Chamberlainc, 
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And  another  (hilling  for  his  Cook, 

For  by  my  troth  the  Goofe  was  rolled  well.  v 

And  twelve  pence  for  your  fathers  Horfe-  keeper. 

For  nointing  my  horfe  back,  and  for  his  hutter 

There  is  another  (hilling  to  the  Maid 

That  wa(ht  my  boot-hofe,  there’s  an  Englifh  great. 

And  twopence  to  the  boy  that  wip’t  my  boots. 

And  laft,  faire  Ladya  there  is  for  your  felfe 
Three  pence  to  buy  you  pins  at  Bumbo  Faire, 

Lady,  Full  many  thanks,  and  ( will  keep  them  lafe 
Till  all  the  heads  be  off,  for  thy  fake  Rtf*.  , 

Rtfe.  Advance  my  Squireand  Dwarfe,  I cannot  day. 

Lady.  Thou  kii’ft  my  heart  in  parting  thus  away.  Sxeunt. 
Wife.  I commend  Rtfe  yet  that  hce  will  not  ftoop  to  a tfrjco- 
vi*n , there’s  preperer  women  in  London  then  any  are  there 
I-wis.But  here  comes  Matter  Humphrey  and  his  Love  again  now 
CJeorge. 

Cit.  I Cunny, peace. 

Enter,  Merchant,  Humphrey,  Luce,  and  Bop . 

Merc.  Go  get  you  up,  I will  not  be  intrCated. 

And  Go  (lip  mine  I’  le  keep  you  lure  hereafter 
From  gadding  out  again,with  boyesand  unthrifts, 

Come  they  are  womens  tearcs,  I know  your  falhion. 

Go  firrahjlockher in,. and  keep  the  key.  Exit  Luceytnd'Boy, 

Safe  as  you  love  your  life.  Now  my  fonn t Humphrey t 
You  may  both  reft  aflured  of  my  love 
In  this,and  reap  your  own  defire. 

Hu  'n.  I fee  this  love  you  lpeak  of,  through  your  daughter. 
Although  the  hole  be  little,  and  hereafter 
Will  yield  the  like  in  all  I may  or  can, 

Fitting  a Cbriftian,  and  a Gentleman. 

Merc.  I do  believe  you  (my  good  fonne)  and  thank  youSr 
For  ’twere  an  impudence  to  think  youflattcrcd. 

Hum.  Ic  were  indeed, but  fhall  I tell  you  why, 

I have  been  beaten  twice  about  the  lie. 

Mcr.  Well  (onne,  no  more  of  complement,  my  daughter 
Is  yours  again;  appoint  tlie  time  and  take  her. 

Wee’le 
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Wee’ Ic  have  no  ftealingforit,  I my  felfe 

And  fomc  few  of  our  friends  will  fee  you  married. 

Hum,  I would  you  would  i’ faith,  for  be  it  known 
I ever  was  afraid  to  lie  alone. 

Mer.  Some  three  dayes  hence  then. 

Hum.  Three  dayes  let  me  fee, 

’Tis  fomewhat  of  the  moft,  yet  I agree, 

Becaufe  I mean  againft  the  pointed  day, 

To  vifit  all  my  friends  in  new  array.  Enter  fervent, 

Ser.  Sir, there’s  a Gentlewoman  without  would  Ipeake  with 
yourWorfhip.  Mer,  Whatislhee? 

Ser,  Sir  1 askt  her  not. 

Mer.  Bid  her  come  in. 

Enter  Miflris  Merry-thought  and  Michael. 

. Mifi.  mer.  Peace  be  to  your  W or  (hip,  I come  as  a poore  Suitor 
to  you  fir,  in  the  behalfe  of  this  child. 

XJAler.  Are  youoot  wife  to  Merri-tbought. 

Mtft.mer%  Yes  truly, would  I had  nercleenehis  eyes,  he  has 
undone  me  and  himfelfe,and  his  children,  and  there  hee  lives  at' 
home  and  fings,  and  boyts,  and  revels  among  his  drunken  com- 
panions, but  I warrant  you , where  to  get  a penny  to  put  bread 
in  his  mouth,  he  knows  not ; And  therefore  if  it  like  your  Wor- 
fhip,  I would  intreat  your  Letter , to  the  honed  Hod  of  the  SB  ell 
in  Waltham,  that  I may  place  my  child e under  th«  protedhpn  of 
his  Tapfter,  in  Ipme  fetled  courfe  of  life. 

c Mer.  i’me  glad  the  heavens  have  heard  my  prayers:  thy  huf- 
Whcn  I was  ripe  in  fbrrows  iaught  at  me,  (band 

Thy  lonne  like  an  unthankful!  wretch,  I having 
Redeem’d  him  from  his  fall,  and  made  him  mine, 

To  fliew  his  love  again,  fird  dole  my  daughter, 

Then  wrongd  this  Gentleman,  and  laid  of  all. 

Gave  me  that  griefe,  had  almod  brought  me  do  wn 
Unto  my  grave,bad  not  a ftronger  hand 
Reliev’d  my  forrows,  go,  and  weep  as  I did. 

And  be  unpittied,  for  I here  profefle 
An  everlading  hate  to  all  thy  name. 

Mi  ft,  mer . W ill  you  fo  fir,  bow  lay  you  by  that?  come  Mickf, 
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let  him  keep  his  winde  to  cool  his  Pottage,  wc’le  go  thy  to  Nur« 
fes,  CMicke,  {he  knits  filk  {lockings  boy,  and  we’lc  knit  to  boy, 
and  be  beholding  to  none  of  them  all. 

Exeunt  Michael  and  mother i 
Enter  alloy  with  a letter. 

Boy,  Sir,  I take  it  you  are  the  Matter  of  this  ho  ufe. 

Mer , How  then  ooy  ? 

Boy.  Then  to  yourfelfe  fir  comes  this  Letter. 

Mer.  From  whom  my  pretty  boy  ? 

Boy,  From  him  that  was  your  fervant  but  no  more 
Shall  that  name  ever  be,  for  he  is  dead, 

Griefe  of  your  purchas’d  anger  broke  his  heart, 

Ifaw  him  die,  and  from  his  hand  receiv’d 
This  paper  with  a charge  to  bring  it  hither. 

Read  it,  and  (atisfic  your  felfe  in  all. 

Letter, 

Mcrcb.Q  Ir  that  1 have  wronged  your  love , Tmtift  confeffe , in 
which  I have  purchaft  to  my  felfei  befidet  mine  own  nn- 
doing,  the  ill  opinion  of  my  friends . let  not  your  anger }good  Sir,out- 
live  me.,but  fuff er  me  to  reft  in  peace  with  your  for giveneffe -let  my 
body  (if  a dying  man  may  fo  much  prevaile  with  you ) be  brought  to 
your  daughter  , that  ) bee  may  know  my  hot  flames  are  now  buried , 
and  withall , receive  a teftimony  of  the  Keale  I bore  her  vertue  • 
fartweJl  for  evertand  be  ever  happie. 

Iafptr. 

Gods  hand  is  great  in  this,  I do  forgive  him. 

Yet  I am  glad  he’s  quiet,  where  I hope 
He  will  not  bite  again:boy  bring  the  body, 

And  let  him  have  his  will,  if  that  be  all. 

Bey.  ’Tis  here  without  fit.  Mer.  Sofir,ifyoupleale 
You  may  conduft  it  in,  I do  not  feare  it. 

Hum,  I’le  be  your  Ufher  boy,  for  though  I fay  it, 

He  ow’d  me  fomthing  once,and  well  did  pay  it, ' Exeunt. 

Enter  Luce  alone. 

Luce,  If  there  be  any  puni  {lament  inflifted 
Upon  the  miferable,  more  then  yet  I feele, 

Let  it  together  feize  me,  and,  at  once 


Prcfic 


The  Knight  of  the  burning  Pejiie ■» 

PrcfTe  down  my  foule,  I cannot  bcare  the  pain 
, Ofthefe  delaying  tortures:  thou  that  art 
' The  end  or  all,  and  thefwectteftofall ; 

Come,  come  oh  Death  bring  me  to  thy  peace,  “ 

And  blot  out  all  the  memory  I nourifh 
Both  of  father  and  my  cruell  friend, 

0 wretched  maid  ft  ill  living  to  be  wretched  „ 

To  be  a fay  to  fortune  in  her  changes. 

And  grow  to  number  times  and  woes  together, 

How  happy  had  I been,  if  being  born 

My  grave  had  been  my  cradle  ? Enter  fervent. 

Ser-  By  your  leave 

Yong  Miftris,  here’s  a boy  hath  brought  a Coffin, 

What  a would  fay  I know  not:  but  your  father 
Charg’d  me  to  give  youmotice,  here  they  come. 

Enter  two  bearing  a Coffin , Iajfper  in  it. 

Luce.  For  me  I hope  ’tis  come,  and  ’tis  moft  welcome. 

Boy.  Faire Miftris,  let  me  not  adde  greater  griefe 
To  that  great  ftore  you  have  already  ; Iafper 
That  whilft  heav’d  was  yours,now  dead, 

And  here  enclos’d,  commanded  me  to  bring 

His  body  hither,  and  to  crave  a teare 

From  thole  faire  eyes,  though  he  deferve  not  pitty,  . 

Todeck  his  Funcralljfor  fehe.bid  me 

Tell  her  for  whom  he  d i’de.  Luce.  He  {hall  have  many  : 

Good  friends  depart  a little,  whilft  I take  Exeunt  fijfin- 

My  leave  of  this  dead  man,  that  once  I lov’d  t carrier  and  Boy,\ 
Hold,  yet  a little,  life,  and  then  I give  thee ... 

To  thy  firft  heavenly  being ; O my  friend  1 
Haft  thou  deceiv’d  me  thus,  and  got  before  me  ? 

1 (hall  not  long  be  after,  but  believe  me, 

Thou  wert  too  cruell  Jajper  ’gainft  thy  lelf. 

In  puniftung  the  fault  I could  have  pardoned. 

With  lb  untimely  death;  thoudidft  not  wrong  m% 

But  ever  wer’t  moft  kinde,moft  true, moft  loving  ; 

And  Itbe  moft  unkinde,moft  falfe,  moft  cruell., . 

Didft  thou  but  aske  a teare?  1’  ie  giye  thee  all. 

Even 
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Even  all  my  eyes  can  powre  dowmall  my  figh’s 
And  all  myfelfe,  before  thou  goeft  from  me 
There  are  but  {paring  Rites : But  if  thy  foule 
Be  yet  about  this  place,  and  can  behold 
And  lee  what  I prepare  to  deck  thee  with, 

It  fhall  go  up,  born  on  the  wings  ofpeace, 

And  fatisfied : firft  will  I fing  thy  Dirge, 

Then  kiffc  thy  pale  lips,  and  then  die  my  felfe. 

And  fill  on  Coffin  and  on  grave  together. 

Song. 

Come  you  who fe  loves  are  dead. 

And  whiles  f jing 
Weep  and  wring 
E very  hand  and  every  head , 

Bindewith  Cipres  and  fad  Ewe , 
Ribbands  blacky,  and  Candles  bine. 

For  him  that  was  of  men  most  true. 


£ome  with  heavie  mourning , 

And  on  his  grave 
Let  him  have 

Sacrifice  of  (ighes  and  groaning , 
Let  him  have  faire  flowres  enow , 
White  and  purple*,  green  and yelloiv , 
For  him  that  was  of  men  mofi  true* 


Thou  fable  cloth,  lad  cover  of  my  joyes, 

I lift  thee  up,  and  thus  I meet  with  death. 

Iafp.  And  thus  you  meet  the  living.  Luce,  Save  me  Heaven. 

Iafp.  Nay,  do  not  flie  me  faire,  I am  no  Ipirit, 

Look  better  on  me,  do  you  know  me  yet  ? 

Luce.  O thou  deare  fhadow  of  my  friend. 

Iafp,  Deare  lubftancc, 

I fwearel  am  no  (hadow,  fcele  my  hand. 

It  is  the  lame  it  was,  I am  your  Iafper , 

Your  lafper  that’s  yet  living,  and  yet  loving, 

Pardon  my  raCh  attempt, my  foolifh  jFroofc 
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I put  in  pra&ice  of  your  cotiftancy  i 


And  fet  my  fbulc  at  liberty, then  drawn 
The  leaft  drop  from  that  body*  for  which  boldneffe 
Doom  me  to  any  thing : if  death,  I take  it 
And  willingly.  Lucre.  This  death  f le’give  you  for  it. 
So,  now  I amlatisficd  : yotsarcnoipirijt. 

But  my  owh  trueft,trueft,trueft’fricnd. 

Why  do  you  come  thus  to  me  ? 

lafp.  Firft,  to  fee  you. 

Then  to  convey  you  hente. 

Luce,  It  caftnotbc,  f 

For  I am  rocktiip  here,  and  watcht  at  all  houres , 

That  ’tis  impoflible  for  me  to  fcape. 

lafp.  Nothing  morepofltblc,  within this  Coffin 
Do  youeonvey  your  feif,  let  me  alone, 

I have  the  wits  of  twenty  men  about  raec. 


That  they  may  prefently  cotlvey  you  .hence : 
Fcare  nothing  deareft  love,  iTebeyour  fecond, 
Lie  clofe,fo,  all  goes  well  yet  j Boy. 

Sty.  Athandfir. 

lafp.  Convey  away  the  Coffin,  and  be  wary. 
t Boy  . *Tis  d one  already. 

o.  Now  mufti  go  conjure. 


Exit. 
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* Enter  Merchant* 

Lftlerch.  Boy, boy.  ^ • / ! 

Boj.  Your  fervant  fir. 

Merck . Do  me  this  kiiHneffe  boy, hold  here’s  a crown  :Before 
thou  bury  the  body  of  this  fellow , carry  it  to  his  pld  merry  fa- 
ther, and  falute  him  from  and  bid  him  Hog,  be  bathcaule. 

Toy.  I will  fir.  , . . . 

Meecb<  And  then  bring  medyftrd  wh^t  tftfte  he  is  in, and  have 
another  crown  shut  do  it  truly. 

I haVe  fitted  him  a bargim,ftow,will  vei  him 

I rBoy' 
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Bey,  God  blefle  your  Worfl^ips  health  fir. 

Merch.  Farewell  boy.  iExeunt, 

Enter  Mafter  Merry-thought . 

Wife.Kh  old  CMerrj-t bought , art  thou  there  againe  ? let’s 
hearc  feme  of  thy  fongs. 

Old  Me  r.  tvho  can  fug  a merrier  note 
Thin  he  that  cannot  change  a groat  ! 

Not  a Dinner  left,  and  yet  my  heart  leaps ; I doe  wonder  yet, 
as  old  as  I am,  that  any  man  will  follow  a Trade,  or  ferve,  that 
may  fing  and  laugh, and  walke  the  ftreets : my  wife  and  both  my 
fonnes  are  I know  not  where,  I have  nothing  left,  nor  know  I 
how  to  comeby  meat  to  Tapper, yet  am  1 merry  (fill  j for  I know 
I lhallfinde  it  upoq the  Table  at  fixe  a Clocke  ; therefore  hang 
Thought. 

I would  not  be  a Servingman  to  carric  the  cloke-bag  ft  ill. 

Nor  would  I be  a Fawlconer  the  greedy  Hawkcs  to  fill. 

But  I would  be  in  a good  houfc,and  hayc  a gopd  Mailer  too: 

But  I would  cat  and  drink  ofthebeft,  & no  work  would  I doe* 

This  is  that  keepes  life  and  loule  together , mirth : this  is  the 
Philofophcrs  ftonc  that  they  write  fo  much  on,  that  keeps  a man 
ever  yong,  t 

Bntcr.^Bay.  . , ( iU]  :i 

Boy  . Sir,  they  lay  they  kn6w  all  yonr  moriy  is  gone, and  they 
will  truft  you  for  no  more  drinke. 

Old  mer.  Will  they  not  ? let  ’em  chu{e:thc  beft  is  I have  mirth 
at  home, and  need  not  fend  abrood  for  that;  let  them  keep  their 
dririlte  to  themfelves. 

For  Jitlian  of  Berry  fhedwellson  a Hill, . 

And  die  hath  good  Bccreand  Ale  to  fell. 

And  of  good  fellow'cs  Ihe  thinks  no  ill,  ; 

And  thither  will  wegoepqw,  DQ^,mc|vy,  and  thither 
Wdll  Wfegoenow.'  . • ■ • ^ 

Arid  when  you  have  made  a little  ftay,  f \ 

Y ou  need  not  know  what  is  to  pay,*  , i’ 

But  ktffe  your  Hoftefle^nd  gqeyopr  way.  And  thtther.&c. 
u''  Enter  another  Boy . 

a Boy . Sir,  I can  get  no bread  for  fupper. 

Old  men 
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Old tner.  Hang  bread  and  fupper,  let’s  prefcrve  our  mirth, and 
we  (hall  never  feele  hunger, I’le  warrant  you,  lct’shavea  Catch, 
boy  follow  me,  come  fing  this  Catch. 

Ho,ho,no  body  at  home  >meat, nor  drink,  nor  money  ha  ive  none,  fid 
tkepotEedy,  never  more  need  I. 

Old.mer . So  boyes  enough,  folio  w mee,  let’s  change  our  place 
and  we  (hall  laugh  afrefti. 

Exeunt . 

Wife,  Let  him  go  george  , a (hall  not  have  any  countenance 
fromus,not  a good  word  from  any  i’th’  Companyjif  I may  ftrikc 
ftrokein’t.  V ' 

Cit,  No  more,  a (hannot  love ; but  Net,  I will  have  Rafe,  doc  a 
very  notable  matter  now,  to  the  eternall  honour  and  glory  of  all 
Grocers : firrah  you  there  boy,  can  none  of  you  heare  ? 

Boy,  Sir,  your  pleasure.  .\ 

Cit.  Let  Rafe  come  out  on  May  day  in  the  morning,and  fpeak 
upon  a Conduit  with  all  his  Scarfs  about  him , and  his  Feathers, 
and  his  Rings, and  his  Knacks. 

Toy.  why  fir,you  do  not  think  of  oar  plot,  whaf  will  become 
of  that  then  ? 

Cit.  Why  fir, I care  not  what  become  on’t,rie  hav-e  him  come 
out,or  I’k  fetch  him  out  my  felf,  I’le  have  fomething  done  in  ho- 
nour of  the  City:  befidcs  he  hath  been  long  enough  upon  Adven- 
tures, bring  him  out  quickly,  orif  I came,amongft  you — i-— 

Boy.  Well  fir,  he  (hall  come  out,  but  if  our  Play  mifearry,  fir, 
you  are  like  to  pay  for’ t» 

. . Exit, 

Cit.  Bring  him  away  then.  _ ' 

Wife.  This  will  bebrave  i’ faith : George  (ball  not  hee  dance 
thcMorricc  too  for  the  credit  of  the  Strand. 

Cit,  No  fweet-heart  it  will  be  too  much  for  the  boy.  O there 
he  is  Net , he’s  readable  well  in  reparell,but  hc  has  not  Rings 
enough.  Y > • ^ 


TfaKfttghi  &f-  IfoefanrmrigTefiie. 
i H%ter  -Rafe. 

flfafc.:  Looi^ODi:  to  tk te  f da  prefent  the  merry  monetkof  Mgj> 

Let  each  true  Sub  jell  be  content  to  heare  me  what  f fay  : 

Far  from  the  top  of  C onduit  head a as  plainly  may  appear ey 
J &ill  hath  tell  my  namrto  ym  y and  wherefore  *}  came  here ♦ 

My  name  is  Rafe,  by  due  difeent % though  not  ignoble  ly 
Letfarre  infer  tour  to  the  floe f^cf  gracious  Grocery . 

And'byt if  myjeJkm-  m the  Strand y 
With  gilded  Staff ‘ and  croffed  Skarfe,  the>  May -lord here  I fraud  t 
Rejoyce  o Engiijk.  hearts  j re  joy  ce^  rejoyce  a Lovers  deare , 

Rrjoyce  o Cdtie  ftown^nd  Country '^rejojze  ek*  every  Shire  • 
jfoxwmtthRfi  anU\[prout  infcemly  foYi\ 

The  little  Birds  do  fit  and[ingy  the  Lambs  do  make  fine  [port* 
oMndnpw  the  Bmphhi  Tree* doth  kudihat  makes  the  Schoolboy  cry  3 
The  CAlorrice  rings  while  Hohbydiorfe  doth  foot  ttfeateoufly  : 

The  Lords  andLaiks  now  'abroadftr  their  pty> 

* Do  klffefometimes  upon  the  Graffe^and  fom^tdmej  in  the  Hey, 
NewbiB  Utter  with  • a leaf#  o f Sage  is  good  to  purge  ihe  bloud> 

Fty  r\?ienfcJ$ 

Now  little  fifij  on  tender fionefle gin  toed  fit  heir  bellied  f 

ph^tihfiWeie  ktuftjdoWeepoptt  ff theft  Jfbe/ies^ 
The  rumbling  Rivers  now  do  warm  for  little  boy es  to pedlef 

Thvfttordio  SFetd/now goes  to  graffe^andup  they  hang  hi/f addle. 
The  heavy  Hdrty  tk* 6 lowing  the  Raft #11  and  the  P rickety 

Are  ^dW^tmopg  the  T eomans  Peafey  andleave  the fearfultthic^ 
tMrrdrbeiikfihem  ^ Sybi’)  fifty  ofthisfiame  noble  Town?,  c 
tAhd  lift  aloft  your  velvet  heads  yavd flipping  of  flour  gtiwnet 
With  be  Is  on  legs  yand  napkins  cleane  unto  your  /boulder  s tfde, 

W‘  th  Scarfs  and  Garters  as  you  pleafieyand  Hey  for  our  Towner  fid : 
CMarch  out  and [hew your  willing  dfi&L 

u are  plenty* 
And  let  it  nere  he ff fid  for  [hamey  that  we  thk youths  of  London*. 

Lay  ihikfftftoirg'ef  our  caps  at  homeland  leff  our cuffime  undone y 
Zip  thml  jayybothy^rtgandHd}b  manrmddnulJt.k  Maying 

With  Drums  and  Guns  that  bounce  alowdyand  merryTaber flfttng] 
Which  to  prolongs  G odfave  our  K ing9andfend  his  Country  peace , 
Attd  root  out  Treafon  from  the  Land \ and  fiomy  friends  1 ceafe . 
finis  Atf.4.  A a«s 
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A€has  qui  nt  us , Scoenaprima. 

Enter  Merchant  folia . 

Merch. 1 will  have  no  great  (lore  of  company  at  the  weddingi 
a couple  of  neighbours  and  their  wives, and  wee  will  have  a Ca- 
pon in  ftewed  broth,  with  marrow } and  a good  piece  of  beefe, 
ttuck  with  Rofe-mary  • 

Enter  I after  and  his  face  mealed . 
laff . forbear  e thy  pains  fond  man,  it  is  too  late, 

Merck.,  Heaven  ol.dfc.mc  : Iafper? 
laff  I,  I am  his  Ghoft 

Whom  thou  haft  injur’d  for  his  conftant  love : 

Fond  worldly  wretch,  who  doft  not  underftand 
In  death  that  true  hearts  cannot  parted  be. ' 

Firft  know  thy  daughter  is  quite  born  away, 

On  wings  on  Angels:  through  the  liquid  Ayre 
Too  farre  out  of  thy  reach,  and  never  more 
Shalt  thou  behold  her  ftceiBut  fhe  and  I 
Will  in  another  world  enjoy  our  loves, 

Where  neither  fathers  anger,poverty, 

Nor  any  crofle that  troubles  earthly  men 
Shall  make  us  fever  our  united  hearts,  - : 

And  never  fhalt  thou  fit,  or  be  alone 
In  any  place,but  I will vifit  thee 
W ith  gaftly  looks,  and  put  into  thy  minde 
The  great  offences  which  thou  didft  to  me. 

When  thou  art  at  thy  Table  with  thy  fr  iendsj  11 

Merry  in  jbea'r t,and  fild  with  fwelling  wine, 

T-le  come  in  midft  of  all  thy  pride  and  mirthA  . 

Jnvifiblc  to  all  men  but  thy  fel£-  . 

And  \ybi|\otiucbaiad  .talelntfeheeare. 

Shall  make  thee  let  the  Cup  fail  from  thy  hand, 

And  ftand  as  mute  and  pale  as  Death  it  felf. 

Merck „ Forgive  me  Ufper\ Oh  ! what  might  Ido  ? 

I 3 Tell 
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Tell  me  to  fatisfie  thy  troubled  Ghoft  ? 

/a/p.  There  is  no  means  too  late  thou  thinkft  on  this. 

Mer.  But  tell  me  what  were  heft  for  me  to  doc  ? 
fafp.  Repent  thy  deed,  and  fatisfie  my  father, 

And  beat  fond  Humphrey  out  of  thy  doores.  Exit  Iafp< 

Snter  Humphrey . 

Wife.  Look  George , his  very  Ghoft  would  have  folks  beaten. } 
Hum.  Father,  my  Bride  is  gone,  faire  Miftris  Luce, 

My  foul’s  the  fount  of  vengeance,  mifcbiefs  fluce. 

Mer.  Hence  fo®le  out  of  my  fight,  with  thy  fond  paffion. 

Thou  haft  undone  me. 

Hum.  Hold  my  father  deare, 

For  Luce  thy  daughters  fake,  that  had  no  peere. 

CMer.  Thy  father  foole?  there’s  fome  blows  more,begon. 
lafper,  I hope  thy  Ghoft  be  well  appealed, 

To'fec  thy  will  perform’d, now  I’le  go 

To  fatisfie  rhy  father  for  thy  wrongs.  Exit. 

Hum.  What  fhall  I doc?  1 have  been  beaten  twice. 

And  Miftris  Luce  is  gone  ? help  me  device : 

Since  my  tru-love  is  gone,  I never  more, 

Whilft  I do  liveupon  the  Skie  will  pore ; 

But  in  the  dark  will  weare  out  my  moo- foies 
In  paflion,  in  Saint  Faiths  Church  under  Pauls.  Exit  ', 

Wife.  Cjeorge  call  Rafe  hither,  if you  love  me  call  Rafe  hither,  I 
havethebravcft  thing  for  him  to  doc  George $ prethce  callhim 
quickly. 

(fit.  Rafe , why  Rafe  boy* 

Enter  %afe. 

Rafe.  Heerfir. 

Cit.  Come  hither  Rafe,  come  to  thy  Miftris  Boy. 

Wife.  Rafe  I would  have  thee  call  all  the  youths  together  in 
battle-ray,  with  Drums, and  Guns, and  Flags,and  march  to  Mile- 
end  in  pompous  fafhion  , and  there  exhort  your  Souldiers  to  be 
merry  and  wife, and  to  keep  their  beards  from  burnig  Rafe , and 
then  skirmiih,and  let  your  Flags  flie,and  cry,  kill, kill,  kill  j my 
husband  fhall  lend  you  his  Jerkin  Rtfe, and  there’s  a Scarfc ; for 
the  reft,  thehoufe  fhall  furnifbyou , and  wee’le  pay  for’t  : d«e  it 
' bravely 
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bravely  Rapb,  and  thinke  before  whom  you  performe,and  what 
pcrfon  you  reprefcnt. 

Rapb.  I warrant  you  Miftrefle, if  I doit  notforthe  honour  of 
the  City,and  the  credit  of  my  Matter, let  me  never  hope  for  frcc- 
dome. 

Wif.  Tis  well  lpo ken  y’ faith  ; goe  thy  waies,  thou  art  a fparke 
indeed. 

Cit.  Rapb  , Rapb,  double  your  files  bravely  Rapb. 

Rapb.  1 warrant  you  fi  r.  E xit  Rapb. 

Cit.  Let  him  looke  narrowly  to  his  fervice,  I (hall  take  him 
elfe;I  wastherc  myfelfea  Pike-man  once,  inthehottcft  of  the 
. day, wench, had  my  feather  fhot  fhecre  away , the  fringeofmy 
pike  burnt  off  with  powder , my  pate  broken  with  a fcouring- 
fticke,  and  yet  I thanke  God  I am  here.. 

Drum  within. 

Wif.  Harke  fjeo'ge  the  Drums. 

(fit.  Ran,  tan,  tan,  tan  ; ran  tan  : O wench  an  thou  hadft  but 
feene  little  Ned  of  Algate , drum  Ned,  how  he  made  it  roarea- 
gaine,  and  laid  on  like  a tyrant : and  then  flroke  foftly  till  the 
ward  came  up,and  then  thundred  againe,and  together  we  goe : 
{a,  fa,,  fa,  bounce  quoth  the  guns  : courage  my  hearts,  quoth  the 
Captaines  : Saint  George  the  pike-men  ; and  withall  here 
they  lay,  and  there  they  lay  : And  yet-  for  all  this  I am  here 
wench, 

Wif.  Be  thankfull  for  it  George  fox  indeed  tis  wonderfull. 

Enter  Rapb  and  hi;  company  with  Drums  and  Colours ; 

Raphj, March  faire  my  hearts j Lievtenant  beat  the  reare  up  : 
Ancient  let  your  Colours  flie;but  have  a great  care  cfthc  Butch- 
ers hooks  at  White-Chappcll,  they  have  bin  the  death  of  many 
a faire  Ancient.  Open  your  files,  that  I may  take  a view  both  of 
your  perfons  and  munition  .•  Serjeant  call  a Muftcr. 

Serg.  Aftand,  William  Hamer  ton  Pewtercr. 

Ham.  HereCaptaine, 

Rapb.  A Corflct  and  a Spanifh  pike ; tis  well,  can  you  fhake  it 1 
v/itha  terrour  ? 

v - Ham, 
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"Hum,  I hope fo  Captain. 

Rafe.  Charge  upon  me,  tis  with  the  weakefttput  more  ftrength 
William  Hamerton , moreftcength:  as  you  were  again.  Proceed 
Serjarft. 

Ser'g,  George  Green-goofe  Poulterer. 

Green.  Here. 

Rafe.  Let  rnce  fee  your  Peece  neighbour  Green-goofe , when 
was  (lie  fhot  in  ? 

Green.  And  like  you  Mafter  Captain,  I made  a (hot  even  now, 
partly  to  fcoure  her,  and  partly  for  audacity. 

Rafe,  It  ihould  feemefb  certainly , for  her  breath  is  yet  inda* 
med  : befides,  there  is  a mayn  fault  in  the  touch-hole,  it  runnes 
and ftinketh ; and  I tell  you  moreover  , and  believe  it.  Ten 
filch  touch -holes  would  breed  the  Pox  in  the  Army.  Get  you 
a Feather,  Neighbour , get  you  a Feather  > fweet  Oile  , and 
Paper , and  your  Piece  may  do  well  enough  yet.  Where’s  your 
powder  ? 

Cjreen.  Here. 

Rafe.  What  inapapcr?  As  lama  Souldicr,and  a Gentleman, 
it  craves  a Martiall  Court ; you  ought  to  die  fort. 

Where’s  your  horn?  anfwer  me  to  that. 

Green.  An’t  like  you  fir,  I was  oblivious. 

Rafe . It  likes  me  not  it  fhould  be  lb ; ’tis  a fhame  for  you, 
and  a fcandall  to  all  our  Neighbours , being  a man  of  worth  and 
eftimation  , to  leave  'your  home  behinde  you  : I am  afraid 
’twill  breed  example.  But  let  mee  tell  you  no  more  on’t  - 
ftand,  till  I view  you  all.  What’s  become  o’th’nofc of  your 

flask e ? 

i . Sou  Idler,  Indeed  law  Captaine,  ’twas  blownc  away  with 
powder.  . . 

Rafe,  Puton  a new  one  at  the  Cities  charge.Wfaere’s  the  ftone 
of  this  Peece?, 

a,  Souldicr.  The  Drummer  tooke  it  out  to  light  Tobac- 
co. __  A*  - ■ * - O'  " •'  ?■ 

Rafe.  ’Tis  a fault  my  friend , put  ic  in  againc  « You  want  a 
N:ofe  , and  you  a Stone ; Serjeant  , take  a note  on’t , for  I 
meaneto  flop  it  in  the  pay.  Remoove  and  march  , foft  and 

faire 
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faire  Gentlemen,  foft  and  faire : double  your  files,  as  you  were, 
faces  about.  Now  you  with  the  fodden  face,  keep  in  there : look 
to  your  match  firrah,  it  will  be  in  your  fellows  flask  anonc.  So, 
make  a Crcfcent  now,  advance  your  Pikes,  ftand  and  give  care. 
Gentlemen  , Country-men  , Friends  , and  my  felTow-foul- 
diers , I have  brought  you  this  day  from  the  Shops  of  Security, 
and  the  Counters  of  Content , to  meafure  out  in  thefe  furious 
fields  , Honour  by  the  ell  j and  prowefle  by  the  pound:  Let  it 
not , O let  it  not , I fay  , be  told  hereafter , the  noble  iflue  of 
this  Citie  fainted  : but  beare  your  felves  in  this  faire  a&ion,  like 
men , valiant  men , and  freemen : Feare  not  the  face  of  the  e* 
nemie;  northenoyfc  of  the  Guns : for  believe  mee  brethren, 
the  rude  rumbling  of  a Brewers  Carre  is  more  terrible , of 
which  you  have  a daily  experience : Neither  let  the  ftinkc  of 
powder  offend  you,  fincea  more  valiant  ftinke  is  nightly  with 
you.  Toarefblvedminde,  his  home  is  every-where ; lfpeake 
not  this  to  take  away  the  hope  of  your  return;  for  you  fhallfcc 
(I  doe  not  doubt  it)  and  that  very  fhortly,  your  loving  wives 
againe,  and  your fweet  children,  whofe  care  doth  beare  you 
company  in  baskets.  Remember  then  whofe  caufe  you  have  in 
hand like  a fort  of  true-born  Scavengers, fcoure  me  this  famous 
Realmcof  enemies.  1 have  no  more  to  fay  but  this : Stand  to 
your  tacklings  lads, and  fhew  to  the  world  you  can  as  well  bran- 
difh  a fword , as  fhake  an  apron.  Saint  George , and  on  my  harts. 
Omnes.  Saint  George,  Saint  George ♦ Exeunt , 

Wife,  ’Twas  well  done  Rafe  , Tie  fend  thee  a cold  Capon  a 
field,  and  a bottle  of  March-becre ; and  it  may  be  , come  my 
fclfetofcethee. 

Cit.  Net , the  boy  hath  deceived  mcc  much,  I did  not  think  it 
had  been  in  him : he  has  performed  fuch  a matter  wench,  that  if 
I live,  next  yeerc  I’le  have  him  Captain  of  the  Gallifoift , or  Tie 
want  my  will. 

Enter  Oldmerri-thought. 

Oldmer.  Yet  I thanke  God , I breake  not  a rinkle  more  then 
I had  , not  a ftoop  boyes  ? Cure  live  with  Cats  , 1 dcfic  thee, 
my  heart  is  as  found  as  an  Oake  j and  though  I want  drinke 
to  wet  my  whiftlc,  I canfing. 

K Com* 
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Come  no  mote  there  boy  es , com  e no  more  there : 

For  wc  (hall  never  whilftwe  live, come  any  more  there. 

Enter  4 Bay  with  a Coffin. 

Bay.  Godfavcyoufir. 

Oldm°r,  It’s  a brave  Boy : canft  thou  fing  ? 

Boy.  Y es  fir,  I can  fing,  bat  *tis  not  fo  ncceflarie  at  this  rime. 
Old  mer  Sing  we,  ana  chaunt  it,  whilft  love  doth  grant  it* 
Bay.  Sir»fir,  if yon  knew  what  I have  brought  you, yoa  would 
have  little  lift  to  fing. 

Old  mer.  Q the  Mimon  round ,fufl  long  I have  thee  fought. 
And  now  1 have  thee  found,  and  what  haft  thou  here  brought  f 
Bay  . A Coffin,  fir,  and  your  dead  fonne  Jaffier  in  it. 

Old  mer.  Dead?  why  fare-well  he  ; 

Thou  waft,  a bonnie  boy,  and  I did  love  thee. 

Enter  lafper. 

Jafp..  Then  I pray  you  fir  do  fo  ftill. 

Old  mer.  IafpersGhaftt  thou  art  welcome  from  Stygian  lake 

fofoone, 

Declare  to  me  what  wondrous  things  in  Pluto's  court  are  done. 
Taf.  By  my  troth  fir,  I ncrc  came  therc,tis  too  hot  for  me  fir. 
Old  mer.  A merry  Ghoft,a  verie  merric  Gboft. 

And  where  is  your  true-love  l O where  is  yours  ? 

Iaf.  Marry  look  you  fir.  , Heaves  up  the  Coffin. 

Old  mer.  Ah  ha  ! \rt  thou  good  atthati*  faith  ? 

With  hey  trixie  terlerie-whiskin,  die  World  it  runs  on  wheels. 
When  the  young  goes  the  Maidens  heels. 

Miflris  Merry-thought  and  Michael  within. 

Mifl.men,  What  M.  Merri-thmght  ^ will  yoa  not  let’s  in  ? 
what  doyoatbinkihallbeebmeofur -l  v ■:  « 

■ Old  mer.  What  voice  kihat  thAtfcallethatour  doore  ? 

tJMijl.  me.  You  know  mee  well  enough , I am  fore  I have  not 
been  foch  a ft  ranger  to  you.  Old 
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Old.  mer.  And  fomc  they  whittled , and  feme  they  fang  Hey, 
down,  down : and  iorne  did  lowdly  lay,  ever  as  the  Lord  Barnet s 
horn  blew,  away  Muf grave,  away. 

Mifi,  mer,  You  will  not  have  us  ftarve  here , will  you  M&fter 
Merri-thouqbt  ? 

o 

Iafp.  Nay,  good  fir  fee  perfwaded , (hee  is  my  mother  : if  her 
offences  have  bin  great  againft  you,  let  your  own  love  remember 
ihe  is  yours,  and  fo  forgive  her. 

Luce.  Good  Mafter  Merrythought , let  me  intreat  you,  l will 
not  be  denied.  ■ 

CMifl.  mer . Why  Mafter  Merrythought , will  you  be  a vext 
thing  ftill  ? 

Old  mer.  Woman  I take  you  to  my  love  again , but  yoU  fhall 
fing  before  you  enter  : therefore  dilpatch  your  Song, ana  fo  come 
in. 

MiSt,  mer.  Well  , you  muft  have  your  will  when  al’s  done 
Mick,  what  Song  canft  thou  fing  Boy  ? 

Mich.  1 can  fing  none  forfooth,but  a Ladies  daughter  of  Bar  it 
properly. 

Mich.  Mer.  Song*  It  was  a Ladies  daughter,  &c. 

Old  mer.  Come  you’re  welcome  home  again. 

Iffuch  d anger  be  in  playing,  and  jcftmufttocameftturnc.  You 
lhall  go  no  more  a Maying. 

Utter ch.  within.  Are  you  within  fir, Mafter  Merri-thmght  ? 

lafp.  It  is  my  matters  voice,  good  fir  go  hold  him  talk  whilft 
we  convey  our  ielves  into  fome  inward  room. 

Old  mer.  What  arc  you?  areyoumerrie  ? you  muft  beveric 
merrieif  yeu  enter. 

Mer.  I am  fir. 

Old  mer.  Sing  then. 

Mer.  Nay,  good  fir  open  to  me. 

Old  mer.  Sing,  I fey,  orby  the  mer  rie  heart  you  come  not  in, 

Mer.  Well  fir, I’iefing. 

Fortune  my  foe,  &e. 

Old  mer . You  are  welcome  fir,  you  are  welcome : you  fee  yout 
entertainment,  pray  youbetnerry. 

Mer.  Q Matter  Utterri-thought  , I am  come  to  a$ke  you 

K 2 fojv 
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Forgivenelfc  for  the  wrongs  I offered  you. 

And  your  mod  vertnous  forme  > they’ re  infinite. 

Yet  my  contrition  (hall  be  more  then  they. 

I doconfcfle  my  hard  neffe  broke  his  heart. 

For  which  juft  Heaven  hath  given  me  puni  foment 
More  then  my  age  can  carrie,his  wandring  fpirit 
Not  yet  t reft  purfues  mcevery-wherc. 

Crying . I’lc haunt  thee  for  thy  cruelty. 

My  daughter  (he  is  gone  I know  not  how, 

Taken  invifiblc,  and  whether  living. 

Or  in  grave,  ’tis  > et  uncertain  to  me. 

O Maftcr  Merry-thought , the(e  arc  the  weights,, 

W ill  fink  me  to  my  grave,  forgive  me  fir. 

Old mtr . Why  fin,  / do  forgive  you,  and  be  merry. 

And  if  the  wag}  in’s  lifetime,  plaid  the  knave. 

Can  you  forgive  him  too  ? CMerch.  With  all  my  heartfity 
Old mer.  Speak  it  again^and  heartily., 

I do  fir. 

Now  by  my  foule  I do. 

Old  mer.  W ith  that  came  out  his  Paramour* 

She  was  as  white  as  the  Lilly  flourc, 

Hey  trouIe,trolie  lolie_  Enter  Luce  and  Iafper. 

With  that  came  out  her  own  dcare  Knight, 

Fie  was  as  true  as  ever  d id  fight,  &c. 

Sir, if  you  will  forgive  ’em,  dap  their  hands  together ,there’s  no 
more  to  be  (aid  i’th- matter. 

■Mar.  Ido,I  do_ 

Cit.  I do  not  like  this, peace  boyes,hcarc  mconc  of  you, every 
bod  ies  part  is  come  to  an  end  but  R afet , and  he’ s left  out. 

Roy.  ’Tis  long  of  yourfclfefir,  wee  have  nothing  to  doe  with 
his  part.  , . ! - 

Cit.  i?4/e,Comeaway , makcon  him  as  you  have  done  bfthe 
reft,  boyes  come, 

Wife.  Now  good  husband  let  him  come  out  and  die. 

Cit.  He  (hall  Nel,Rafey  come  away  quickly  and  die  boy. 

Boy.  ’ T will  be  vene  unfit  he  foould  die  ftr,upon  no  occafion, 
and  in  a Comedie  too, 

Ctt.  Take* 
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Cit.  Take  you  no  care  for  that  fir  boy,  is  not  his  part  at  an  end* 
think  you,  when  he's  dead?  come  away  R*fe. 

Enter  Rapt  with  a forked  arrow  through  his  head.. 

Rap.  When  I was  mortall,this  my  coftive  corps 
Did  lap  up  Figs  and  Raifons  in  the  Strand, 

Where  fitting  1 dpi’d  a lovely  Damcr 
Whole  Matter  wrought  with  Lingell  and  with  All, 

And  under  ground  he  vampied  many  a Boot, 

Straight  did  her  love  prick  forth  me,  tender  (prig, 

To  follow  feats  of  Arms  in  warlike  wife. 

Through  Waltham  Defert, where  I didperforme 
Many  achievements,  and  did  lay  on  ground 
Huge  B urbarofo  that  inlulting  Giant, 

And  all  his  Captives  (bon  fet  at  libertic. 

Then  honour  prickt  me  from  my  native  (bile. 

Into  Moldavia , where  I gaind  the  love 
Of  Pompianahis  beloved  daughter ; 

But  yetprov’d  conftant  to  the  black  thum’d  maid 
Supn^nd  fcorn’d  Pompiattaes  love : 

Yet  liberall  I was,  and  gave  her  pins. 

And  monic  for  her  fathers  Officers, 

I then  returned  home,  and  fhrutt  my  felfe  , j 
In  a<ttion,and  by  all  means  chofen  was 
The  Lord  of  May , where  I d id  flourifh  it. 

With  Skarfs,  and  Rings, and  Poefie  in  my  hand. 

After  this  aftion  I preferred  was. 

And  chofen  Citie  Captajaat  Mile-end, 

With  Hat  and  Feather, and  With  leading  ftaffe. 

And  train'd  my  men,  and  brought  them  all  off  clcer. 

Save  one  man  that  berai’d  him  with  the  noife. 

But  all  thefe  things.!^/* did  undertake, 

Onelyfor  my  beloved  «y^wifake.^>v  ^,^ V v 

Then  comming  home, and  fitting  in  my  fhop 
With  Apron  blew.  Death  came  unto  my  ftall 
Tocheapcn  ^quAvitantmte rel  . ; v;. 

Could  take  the  bottle  down*  and  fill  a taftc. 
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Death  came  and  caught  a pound  of  Pepper  in  his  hand. 

And  fprinkled  ail  my  face  and  body  o’ re, 

And  in  an  inftant  vanilhed  away* 

Cit.  ’Tis  a pretty  ficlion  i ’faith. 

Rafe,  Then  took  I up  my  Bow  and  Shaft  in  hand. 

And  walkt  in  Moor-field) , to  coole  my  felfe. 

But  there  grim  cruell  death  met  me  again. 

And  (hot  this  forked  Arrow  through  my  head. 

And  now  I faint,  therefore  be  warn’d  by  me, 

My  fellows  every  one  of  forked  heads. 

Farewell  all  you  good  feoyes  in  merrie  Loudon, 

Ne're  thall  we  moreupon  Shrovetudday  meet. 

And  pluck  down  houfts  of  iniquitie. 

My  pain  increafeth,  I fhall  nevermore 
Hold  open,  whilft  another  pumps  both  legs. 

Nor  daubeaSatten  gown  with  rotten  Egs: 

Set  up  a Stake,0  never  more  l fhall, 

I die,flie,  flie  my  fbulc  to  Gr-ocers  Hall.  ohjohjohj&c. 

Wife.  W cllfaid  Rafef  o your  obey  fancc  to  the  Gentlemen  and 
go  your  ways,  well  faid  Rafe. 

Exit  Rafe. 

Qldmer.  Methinks  all  wee,  thus  kindly  and  uncxpeftcdly  re- 
conciled fhould  not  part  without  a Song. 

Merck.  A good  motion. 

Oldmer.  Strike  up  then. 

Song.  -.  'i  i.c;r 

Better  Mttfick.ne*re  known, / 1 nob::- 
Then  a quire  of  hearts  in  oUe.  .,3 : iD  i T ; 

Let  each  other  that  hath  been* 

Troubled  with  the  gaU  or  jpieen  t 

Learn  of  us  to  keep  his  brow 

Smooth  and  plain  as  ours  are  now.  :•  ,•  lb 

Sing  though  before  the  hours  of  dying  . •.  [• 

He  {ball  rife  and  then  be  crying. 

Hey  ho , * tit  nought  but  mirth. 

That  keeps  the  bodie  from  the  earth. 

Exeunt  Gmnes, 

Epilogue 


The  Knight  of  the  burning  Pefile. 

Epilogue. 

Cit.  Come  2V>/,  fhall  wcgo,  the  Plays  done? 

Wifi,  Nay,  by  my  faith  $eorge , I have  more  manners  then  £>, 
i’lc  fpeake  to  thefe  Gentlemen  firft  : I thanke  you  all  t Gentlemen, 
for  your  patience  and  countenance  to  Rafe , a poore  fathcrleiTc 
chi  Id  e,  and  if  I may  fee  you  at  my  houie,  it  Ihouid  go  hard,  but  [ 
would  have  a pottle  of  wine  and  a pipe  of  Tobacco  for  you,  for 
truly  I hope  you  like  the  youth,  but  I would  be  glad  to  know  the 
truth : I referre  it  to  your  o wnc  difcrctions , whether  you  will 
applaud  him  or  no,  fori  will  winke,  and  whilft  you  (hall  doe 
what  you  will,  I thank  you  with  all  my  heart,God  give  you  good 
night ; cojn z George, 
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